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“WE GUARANTEE YOU 
WILL LOSE UP TO 


5 POUNDS IN 5 DAYS‘ 
10 POUNDS IN 10 DAYS’ 
15 POUNDS IN 15 DAYS* 
25 POUNDS IN 25 DAYS‘ 


AND KEEP IT OFF” 


*How Fast You Lose Weight Depends Upon How Quickly You Order and How Much You 


Are Overweight 
**You Will Always Want to Keep on Eating Kelpidine Candy—and Keep on the Plan—It 


ARCH (UER) 
KELPIDINE 


KEEPS Weight Off! 

THIS CANDY MUST 
TASTE AS GOOD AS 
OR BETTER THAN 
YOUR FAVORITE 
CANDY OR YOUR 
MONEY BACK! 


Now at last science has discovered 
a new delightfully thrilling way to 
take off fat—to lose up to 25 lbs. 
safely! The secret is that Kelpi- 
dine Candy satisfies your craving 
for high calorie f ! It keeps 
you from overeating—the reason 
most doctors give for being fat! 
It's the best aid to will power, cuts 
your craving for foods! 


NO DANGEROUS DRUGS! 
NO HARDSHIP DIETS! 


Here is thrilling news for fat 
folks! You can lose up to 25 lbs. 
in 25 days by simply nibbling on 
tasty appetite satisfying candy, 
whenever you are tempted to 
overeat. 


YOUR MONEY BACK IF YOU 
DON'T REDUCE TO THE 
WEIGHT THAT MOST 
BECOMES YOU! 


Thousands of people were amazed 
to find that this delicious candy 
plan actually takes off weight— 
without dangerous drugs, starva- 
tion diet, or hard-to-follow- 
methods. Here's one way to re- 
duce that you will want to con- 
tinue with to keep off fat! The 
Kelpidine Candy Plan helps you 
curb your appetite for fattening 
foods, helps keep you from over- 
eating. Now you reach for a 
delicious sweet candy instead of 
fattening foods—it kills the over- 
powering urge to overeat—tg eat 
between meal-snacks. Your crav- 
ing for rich, fattening foods is 
satisfied with this candy plan. 

Almost like magic you begin to 
enjoy this plan for reducing. 


SENSATIONAL TWO-WAY 
GUARANTEE! : 


This sweet delicious Kelpidine 
Candy plan is guaranteed (1) to 


take off up to 10 pounds of excess 
weight in 10 days. (2) to taste 
better or as good as your favorite 
candy and to be the best plan you 
ever followed or you get your 


as A 


SCIENTIFICALLY AND 
CLINICALLY TESTED! 


That amazing in, ient in Kelpi- 
dine candy is most remark- 
able discovery for fat people ever 
made, It’s been tested by doctors 
in test-after-test. The results 
were far better than doctors ever 
hoped for! The results were re- 
ported in medical journals 
throughout the world! Doctors 
are invited to write for details. 


HERE’S HOW TO REDUCE 
AND STAY SLIM! 


Most people are fat because of 
overeating—too much high calorie 
fattening foods—to your amaze- 
ment you will want to keep on 
eating this delicious candy even 
after you have reduced to the 
weight that most becomes you and 
you'll keep your weight off that 
way! 


AMAZING DISCOVERY 
OF SCIENCE! 


The Kelpidine Candy plan is the 
result of scientific research for 
years for a new discovery for 
something that will stop your 
craving for fattening food and also 
satisfy your appetite. This deli- 
cious candy does not turn into ugly 
fat, it gives you the same feeling 
of fullness you have after you 
have eaten a satisfying meal. It 
kills "your desire to overeat—it 
kills your craving for bedtime 
snacks and for in-between meal 
snacks. It’s so safe even a child 





IT'S UNHEALTHY 
TO BE FAT! 


Insurance companies and doc- 
tors tell a that too 
much fat shortens your life! 
Fat people die years sooner 
nm people with normal 
weight! So be Safe! Be Fair 
to yourself! Start taking off 
usly fat with delicious tasting 
Kelpidine Candy plan! 











can take it without bad effects. 
With Kelpidine Candy all you 
taste is its deliciousness—you 
can't tell the difference! 


KELPIDINE CANDY IS 
DIFFERENT! 


The amazing clinical tested and 
proven reducing substance con- 
tained in Kelpidine Candy is pre- 
scribed by many doctors—Don't 
be misled by imitation products— 
Kelpidine Candy is the result of 
scientific research and is the last 
word in Reducing. 

DON'T CUT OUT FOODS** CUT 
DOWN ON CALORIES! 
You never starve, you always feel 
full with Kelpidine Candy plan— 
You'll never suffer hunger pangs— 
Your desire for high calorie fat- 
tening foods is always satisfied! 
With Kelpidine Candy Plan you 
eat the same quantity of foods— 
you merely cut down on the high 
calorie rich foods with the help of 
Kelpidine Candy. You eat as 
much as you want, your calorie 
intake will be less—That's the de- 

lightful amazing thing! 


YOU GET A LIBERAL 
SUPPLY OF CANDY! 


Try the liberal supply of Kelpi- 
dine Candy Plan on our 10-day 
no risk offer. Keep a record of 
your weight—if you are not 
ple with your loss of weight; 
if you can taste any difference 
between this candy and your 
favorite candy—return for refund. 
Just fill out coupon and mail to 
AMERICAN HEALTHAIDS CO., 
DEPT.TC-7, Candy Division, 

400 Madisen Ave., New York. &. Y. 


CANDY 
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"Ral K/e\kie\T/e\t/e\T/etve\tve\t/e\t/exto\ 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


You must be entirely satisfied with 
your loss of weight—This candy must 
taste as good as or better than your 
favorite candy—You must get rid of 
dangerous excess fat or your money 
will be refunded—Don’t delay—You 
have nothing to lose but excess weight 
so mail coupon below now! 


NEV aN YaNit/e\ttve\ tary 
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Let this delicious candy plan help you control 00 
s 
A habit that’s so hard to break! Kelpidine 
overeat (the main cause of overweight). SIZE! 
t Candy Division, 
© Rush a Liberal Supply of Kelpidine Candy plan. I enclose 

1 © Rush a Large Economy Supply of Kelpidine Candy. I en- 


THIS CAN HAPPEN TO YOU! 
WITH THIS DELICIOUS REDUCING CANDY PLAN! 
your desire for fattening food! t it help 
ou put a stop to the habit of overeating— TRIAL 
d A - 
for psc Bie Bagg Me gn, Bo pecs 
CUT OUT AND MAIL—NO RISK COUPON NOW! 
AMERICAN HEALTHAIDS COMPANY, Dept. 1c-7 
t 400 Madison Ave., New York 17. N.Y. 
© I enclose $1.00, send trial sample size, postage pre-paid! 
¢ $3.00, send postage pre-paid. (I save up to 75c postage by 
sending payment with order.) 
close $5.00, send postage pre-paid. (I-save up to 90c postage 
¥ by sending payment with order.) 
8 name 


t ADDRESS 


i CITY STATE ___ Sent on Approval 
is eeeeee ee 8 ee 

















- Lee 
DON'T WORRY!.. HURRY... GET HELP IF YOUR 


HAIR LOOKS ROTTEN’ 


CHANGE TO INSTANT HAIR BEAUTY WITH HOWARD TRESSES 


— mm » Simply MARK and MAIL this COUPON... right NOW! 


“a ae 
(oe LONG Th MANSY howard tresses am am 317 W. 125th St, KY.27, KY 


CUT ALONG THIS lease rush me the newest Howard Tresses | have PRINTED in the space below. It is 
: : neat aes fully understood that | must be completely satisfied in every way, with everyth' 

ig or | can exchange it, or | can get my in FULL within 10 days. my 
F order to name and address | have printed below. (For WIG SIZE, send Hat size.) 


(For light shades and mixed grays add $1.75 for Half Pieces and $2.75 for Wigs) 
Jet Biack, Of Black, C Bark Brown, CD Mixes Grays, 
OOM ‘encicee SAMPLE, Mates exacttyi 


Please 
————— Sl, 
ADDRESS or R.F.D. 


eS 
Order either easy way you choose...check your choice below! NOW! a E 
C | witt pay postman on delivery FULL price ples postage. Rote. 
ee stent. \_ "41 | enciose full price of items ordered above. YOU PAY ail postage and handling charges. / SATISFACTION | 


HAVE sug MENATURAL HAIR BEAUTY YOU WANT... ‘ 


These 5 Full-Cap Wigs Show You- Added Hair Beauty for Any Head...Lovely heads look more beautiful...“problem “heads even grow new 


2350: “italian Remance.” Hollywood 142%: “Peedie Cut.” Latest fashion 
. favorite. Human hair. Fit-Rite for 
comfort; beauty. 
2851: lavisibie natural part. $34.95 1426: With nateral part. ... $29.96 
$29.96 2982: Custom-made in italy. $85.60 1427: Wand-made in Paris. . $80.80 


"PUT HAIR BEAUTY RIGHT ON YOUR OWN HEAD 


















Kun! 


don’t deprive yourself of the fun 
of going swimming just because it’s 
time » Ae month” for you. Be smart! 
Be modern! Be a Tampax user! Tampax 
is internal sanitary protection that never 
shows” under a wet or dry bathing suit. 

























do enjoy all the other summer advan- 
tages of Tampax. Be glad it prevents 

chafing. (Tampax can’t even be felt, once 
it’s in place.) Rejoice in the way it pre- 

vents odor from forming. And remember 
the fact that it’s easy to dispose of when 
you're away from home. No wonder so 
many women find Tam ps a. so convenient 
all year round—so ideal during warm 
weather. 


becau SC honestly!—Tampax can 
be worn by any normal woman. It’s 
simple co insert! Get your supply this very 
month at any drug or notion counter. 
Choice of 3 absorbencies: Regular, Super, 
Junior. Month’s supply goes into purse. 
Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 
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FIVE STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 
IF OE EE PCS oe eT ne 


After Phil took advantage of her innocence and jilted her, Joan was sure she 
could never love again, until loneliness drove her into another’s arms. 


Love-Starved Widow 
Should a widow listen to her children and not remarry or should she accept a 
marriage proposal from a new love? Janet took three years to find an answer. 

Soins sso ceric on ct nie keaton veonensones® 
Louise thought her $1,500 had bought Jimmy as her husband, learned almost 
too late that possession doesn’t mean ownership if love is not there. 

We Couldn’t Wait 
Five years ago, when her younger sister stole Jim from her, Eileen vowed to get 
him back but little did she dream that death would be her ally. 

I I iicas os cow ns +s GN a nine he ERebeEb ees ened batede? 


Bill only intended the money as a loan to tide Alison over, but she mistakenly 
thought of it as payment for their one night of forbidden pleasure. 


SPECIAL FEATURES 


leew To leaprove Tour Love Life. ........ 2. csccscccccsestvseseveoses 
Even when Iris suggested twin beds, Charles never suspected that he was slip- 
ping and then a chance remark at the office really opened his eyes. 

Do Shake Dancers Make Good Wives?........... By Rosebud Thompson 
Hip-tossing is just a business with petite dancer whose greatest kick comes, not 
from customers’ applause, but from her role as wife and mother. 

What Europe’s Women Think Of Negro Men......... By Allan Morrison 


In Europe, where color prejudice is less than in U.S., Negro men usually have 
upper hand in competition for the favors and affections of women. 
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Cover Photo Of Anna Vita and William Marshall By Bertrand Miles 
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wen MONTH of July is one of the 
most emotional months of the year 
because the planets acclaim and stress 
the sign of Cancer. Some phase of the 
twelve members of the planetary family 
is generally found in all star formations 
in July. This year, we find the sun, Mer- 
cury, Jupiter, Uranus and the full moon 
in the sector of the heavens assigned to 
Cancer. 

This is the sign of the zodiac identified 
with family and domestic affairs, to 
community and national life and to the 
individual’s feelings, moods and psychic 
nature. Many of TAN’s readers will have 
some unusual dreams in July, some of 
which will be prophetic in their charac- 
ter and meaning. They should not be 
ignored but carefully studied in their 
relationship to the condition and welfare 
of persons involved. 

Jupiter, planet of good fortune and 
lucky breaks, indicates gains and for- 
tunate circumstances during July and the 
months ahead up to June, 1955, for many 
persons. These include trips, personal 
improvement, legacies, gifts, marriage 
and childbirth. 

Great changes or new conditions in 
the lives and affairs of a number of per- 
sons are due to take place in the eleven- 
month period ahead. A few readers are 
likely to live in a sort of suspended state 
of animation, unaware of the practical 
issues of life during the year ahead. 
While it may have been quite the thing 
for Prince Houssain to sail through the 
sky on his magic carpet, present day con- 
ditions call for down-to-earth dealing 
with practical methods and applications 
if one is to have success. 

It is still de- (Continued on Page 60) 











Antizyme 


TOOTH PASTE 


This is the great new scientific development you read about in 


READER’S DIGEST 






every minute of every day 


Reader's Digest names Antizyme by name, 
in ages this exciting development, 
the first continuous-action anti-enzyme 
tooth a It stops the major cause of 
tooth decay—not temporarily, but for 12 
to 24 hours after each brushing. 

The anti-enzyme ingredient in Listerine 
Antizyme Tooth Paste is found in no 






Reducing Bacteria 
know n for year 


reaction: 


e “enzyme” 


tion that so often 


ANTIZYM 


is Not the Answer 


s that most 
Dentists have ced by 2 kind of chain 











. ‘ GEROUS DECAY ACIDS 
- ays present in everybody # M % HOUR—The 
Bacteria sae enzymes that stn). Acidometer (an instru- 
mouth) Pa can form the decay #¢ ment electronically measures 
Suga we cavities. decay acids on teeth), proved thot 
that ca ° other types of tooth o_o = 

; temporary protection, or 

e can get rid of beiew 

No tooth pawn for more than ANTIZYME TOOTH 
in your me‘rime. PASTE—12 TO 24 
minutes PROTECTION — 
Exactly the same kinds 
of tests were made on 
people using Antizyme Tooth Paste. 





proven that you og So to tooth decay- 






other tooth paste. This tasteless, invisible 
wonder-worker is brushed right onto tooth 
surfaces and stays there all day, ar all night 
long to stop the formation of harmful 
decay acids on your teeth. (And you'll 
love that crisp wake-up flavor!) 


Ne other type of tooth paste— 
regular, ammoniated or chierophyli— 
can protect your teeth 
for more than a few minutes 





THE ACIDOMETER 






TELLS THE STORY 










OTHER TYPES OF 
TOOTH PASTE—DAN- 


























9 times out of 10, the Acidometer 
proved teeth safe . . . no harmful 
decay acids... even |2 to 24 hours 
after brushing. 












A Product of The Lambert Company 


THE CONTINUOUS ACTION 
ANTI-ENZYME TOOTH PASTE 
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BEBOP* Glasses make you 
ent, highlight your pertem 
make you more attractive. 
ity lenses—in clear white or 
have no power and are 


Me. 616 GEORGIA Feminine and 

Fav ty semi-rimless glasses noe e 

tips distinguish the pieces and miake for comfortable 
erfect for every occasion. 

Clear, Green or Rese Tinted lenses. 







$395 


Ne. 317 
DAISY 


DREAM Same Style as above for MEN 
Diamond Ne. 519 DUKE 
type jewels Ne. 219 DUKE DELUXE (GOLD FILLED) 


twinkle in the delicate Mother-of- . 


differ- 
al mnty. ond 


son fn 


Beau carcuen 9695 
ey 


they're really men 
Catchers! Smart 


plated 
optical zyi frames. 


Ne. 222 BEAU CATCHER DELUXE 
The only genuine optical Bops 
with real GOLD FILLED trim. 
Black or Shell frames. $g95 


LEATHERETTE CASE 
with every pair of glasses 


FREE 


a 








Pear! Daisies that ornament this 
beauty. A wonderful frame for 
“‘come-hither’ eyes. Your choice of 
Brown or Black frames. A ‘‘must’’ 
for special occasions. 














look. Dist 





core 
instant ad- 
justment for 


perfect fit. 


We. 284 WE-MAN 
Women love this new 


straight top in Tortoise 
Shell, Biack or Brown 
genuine optical zy! 
frame. Special wire- 


2S % 
i Me 
ee , 

on Erigis 


permits 


$495 












on Biack, 
or Pink. 





Me. SIT A 

GATE GAIT. 
Glitter ing, 

24 K. Gold plated 
bow- knots bait your 
trap neatly. 
Seductively beautiful 


“REG. U.S. 
PAT. OFF. 


Brown, Biue 
Pearl frames. 


$395 


Tnceman OPTICAL CO.,201J Market St., Newark 2,N.J. 





Me. 106 GLAMOUR BOP-TOP 
Saucy eyes dance demurely behind 
glasses of smart simplicity. Choose Blue 
or Pink Peart frames for your feminine 
moments — Brown Shell or Black for your 


Career Girl days $395 


HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 


201.) Market St Newark 2 





| Please send C.0.0. Style No. 

| bens Color Frame Color 

| Name 

| Address 

| City. Zone State 


10 DAY FREE TRIAL 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 














Letters To 


ALL COLORS ARE EQUAL 


I am an ardent fan of TAN magazine. Al. 
though I have been reading it for quite , 
while, I have never been tempted to write, 
letter. That is, not until I read the letter from 
a disgusted reader from Kingston, Mass., per 
taining to Joe Louis. This reader stated tha 
light skinned girls spend all day trying to mak 
themselves glamorous. I wonder whether she 
has ever heard of the dark skinned girls spend. 
ing all day trying to make themselves light, 

I, being one of those light-skinned girk 
don’t feel that I am a disgrace to the so-called 
black race. I give credit to myself and to thog 
like me for being proud to be a Negro. 

I would like to tell this reader that she js 
only showing her ignorance as well as being 
very narrow-minded. know of many mar 
riages in which there is a light-skinned woman 
and dark skinned man. They are very hap. 
pily married. 

Tempted Writer 
Detroit, Mich. 


LOVE AND A CAREER 


While I have enjoyed reading TAN for over 
two years, I have never written to you before 
now. I just could not resist the opportunity 
to tell you how much I enjoyed the article, “| 
Have Love And My Career” by Miss Hazel 
Scott. I have long felt that a husband and 
wife can have separate careers and still havea 
happy marriage. 

Not all of us, however, are blessed with the 
talents and earning power of Miss Scott and 
her congressman-minister husband, but there 
are many of us, clerks, secretaries and sales 
people, with husbands who are postal employ- 
ees, cab drivers or insurance salesmen who are 
also finding that careers and marriage can mix 
successfully. 

In times such as these, it is often imperative 
that there be two incomes in order to make 
ends meet. I know that is the case at our 
house. We have two lovely children but while 
we work hard, we also have a lot of fun and 
still manage to lay aside a dollar or two for ou 
future needs. Please let us have some more 
stories like Miss Scott’s. 

Elaine Johnson 
Buffalo, N. Y. 


‘I MARRIED FOR HATE’ 


When I read the story in your April issue 
of TAN called “I Married For Hate” | 
thought at first that you were writing my own 
life story. Because you see I once had an ex- 
perience in my life almost the same as this 
girl did. And it turned out for me as sadly 
as it did for Lottie. So my advice to any young 
girl about to go this same way is to read this 
story and profit by Lottie’s mistake. 

TAN is full of good stories every month, and 
it is hard for me to pick a winner. But I will 
close and say to you, “Keep Up The Good 


Work.” 
Maybelle Strickland 
Washington, D. C. 


‘MY HUSBAND IS A KING’ 


Congratulations for the wonderful job that 
you did on the life of Nat Cole. I happen to 
know the shy little guy personally, and would 
like to state that he is one of the nicest guys 
in the world. 

The guy has been my inspiration throughout 
my musical career and will always remain in 
the hearts of the many music lovers through: 
out the world. Thanking you for such a heatt- 
warming story as well as a fine magazine. 
am referring to the story titled “My Husband 


Is A King.” 
PFC Eddie L. Lindsey 
Fort Campbell, Ky 
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The Editor 


WANTS TAN TWICE A MONTH 


I don’t see why TAN magazine can’t come 
out more than once a month. I always get my 
copy right away and in two days I’m all 
through reading. The thing I wanted to talk 
about in this letter was something that I never 
see anybody else write about. That is Dan 
Burley’s column. 

I have heard about Dan Burley ever since 
I can remember, and I think his column is 
still tops. He must be about 70 years old now, 
but “Hollywood to Harlem” is real crazy. Keep 
the good work up. 

Susan Long 
Cambridge, Mass. 


WOULD LIKE MORE POEMS 


Some day I hope to be a poet. I’ve worked 
yery hard at writing poetry and I always find 
inspiration in the poems you run in TAN. You 
used to run a whole page of poetry, but since 
you have cut it down so much | am very dis- 
appointed. Why can’t you have more poems 
in the magazine like you used to? 

Love lyrics are the most beautiful expression 
in the language to me, and I often find poems 
that I cut out and paste up in my scrapbook. 

Lemuel McAllister 
Pine Bluff, Ark. 


‘WOMEN NOT TO MARRY’ 

I have to disagree with the “Sarge” in 
“Women You Shouldn’t Marry.” There are 
more than seven kinds of women you shouldn’t 
marry. There are about twenty, and I am will- 
ing to bet the last dime in my pocket that I 
have met all of them, which is why I’m not 
married today. 

You tell the Sarge for me that he and I 
should get together some time. I can tell him 
a thing or two. But this is not to say that I 
don’t think TAN is not the greatest. To you 
and all your staff—keep the good work going! 

, Sgt. Peter Watson 
French Foreign Legion 


Three cheers for TAN, the greatest maga- 
zine ever. I always enjoy each issue from cover 
to finish. I especially enjoyed “Women You 
Shouldn’t Marry” which appeared in your 
April issue. I found that I fit perfectly into 
one of the categories mentioned. 

I am sure that the article will do much to 
help me to improve my own personality as well 
as many other women across the country who 
read it. Please keep TAN coming, because it’s 
really the most, to say the least! 

Jeanine S. Garland 
Kansas City, Kan. 


‘MARRIAGE WITHOUT SEX’ 


I am a regular reader of TAN magazine and 
enjoy it very much. I have been reading it for 
quite some time and the story most of all I 
enjoyed reading in your March issue was “I 
Wanted Marriage Without Sex.” I enjoyed that 
one very much. 

Congratulations and keep up the good work. 

Mrs. Vina M. Grayson 
Baton Rouge, La. 


‘I MARRIED MY DAUGHTER’ 


I just have to say something about the story 
“I Married My Daughter.” It is a disgrace to 
human intelligence. Val himself will regret 
the wrong that he is doing. As everyone can 
see that after Ellen came home, he forgot that 
his wife ever existed. He may be in love with 
this girl, but she isn’t in love with him. She is 
just frustrated. 

Some day she will meet a younger man that 
she really loves, then Val will be sorry for 


being such a big wolf. 
Mrs. Z. L. Williams 
Topeka, Kansas 
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SEE HOW A LIGHTER, BRIGHTER COMPLEXION 






IMPROVES YOUR CHANCE FOR ROMANCE 


If cupid is dragging his feet as far as you 
are concerned, your complexion may be 
to blame. Is it dark and dull? Blotchy and 
blemished? Then do something about it! 


Get NADINOLA now at your drug store 
or toilet counter. See for yourself what 
millions have already proven about its 
wonderful bleaching and clearing action. 
See how it gives your skin that creamier, 
brighter, clearer appearance that makes 
men look at you with new interest—and 
causes women to exclaim, ‘“‘How lucky 


is non-oily, 

@ greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens 

shine. 75¢ and $1.25 





FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream 
is enriched with fine 
cosmetic oils. 60c and $1.00 





she is to have such lovely, light skin!” 

NADINOLA works so fast, results are 
guaranteed from just one jar! Use it to 
lighten your complexion, to loosen black- 
heads, to make your skin feel softer 
and smoother, look clearer and lovelier. 

There are 2 kinds of NapINOLA—one 
for oily skin, one for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleaching and 
clearing action. Both guaranteed to satis- 
fy you completely or money back. Get 
NAaDINOLA today! NADINOLA, Paris, Tenn, 


ADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


JUST ONE JAR will make your 
complexion brighter and lovelier! 
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REPRODUCTIONS OF THE 


WORLD'S FAMOUS PERFUMES 


FREE SAMPLE! 
In our opinion this is 
the biggest perfume 
value, ever! But don’t 
take our word for it. 
Send for your FREE 
SAMPLE and be con- 


SOOTHES-PROTECTS- RELIEVES 
CNRS scalps - SIMPLE CUTS 


CHAFED SKIN 
World's Largest Seller at 10¢ 
Save More on 25+ Size 
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K. LANDIS 
16435 Vintage, Sepulveda 1, Caliternia 
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ty CORONET 


Romantically lovely real hair—styled for you by 
Ceronet, one of the oldest manufacturers of 
quality hair goods. Now you can have lustrous, 
shining hair to crown your beauty. Smart 
beauties of today—the cover girls—enhance 
their beauty and change their personality 
instantly with Coronet hair pieces and 
wigs. Only you know your secret—Coronet 
hair looks just like nature's own. Others 
can only see your increased glamour with 
luxuriant hair smartly styled. So easy— 
just pin your Coronet hair on and comb 
your own hair into it. They biend per- 
fectly and your Coronet hair stays as 
secure as your own. 


Style #60 ANGEL HALO. A 
charming halo of fine Feather 
Curls that completely encircles 
our head. Lovely as your own 
hair, you enhance your a 
hair beauty. — Pty 
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Enclose sample or a i shade 


OO Jet Black, Off Black, (J) Dk. Brown, [] Brown 
ixed Gray $1.50 extra | 

CORONET BEAUTY PRODUCTS, INC. 

2 Beaver Street, Dept. TC-69 , Newark 2, New Jersey j 

00 $1.00 deposit enclosed. Will pay balance C.0.D. “a 


small postal charges. ; 
( Please rush the following C.0.D. Will pay postman 
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¢ Style # item Shade Price | 
BORONET BEAUTY FRODUCTS, Name | 
Dept 10-59 2 Be ‘ Address 
City. . Zone State | 




















RECORDS 


By James Goodrich 


|} ey HOLIDAY recently came up 
with a string of superb perform. 
ances on recordings that delighted her 
old fans and put hush to jazz critics who 
had been declaring her washed up as a 
bigtime vocalist. The wiseacres have 
since switched their line. Now they all 
concede that Lady Day is far from fin- 
ished and some of them even are enthusi- 
astically praising her for what they call 
a remarkable comeback on wax. 
The latest boom in Billie’s recording 
career began last year when Impresario 
Norman Granz, of Jazz at the Philhar- 
monic fame, signed her to record on his 
label, Clef. For him, the pact represented 
something of a chance deal because, at 
the time it was effected, the languorous- 
voiced singer rated only so-so in public 
popularity. But that apparently didn’t 
faze Granz, for he went all-out in making 
plans to present her. 
Billie has had first-class support every 
time she has recorded for Granz. As 
accompaniment on her early sessions, she 
had a lineup of poll-winning musicians. 
It included: trumpeters Joe Newman and 
Charlie Shavers, pianist Oscar Peterson, 
tenor saxists Paul Quinichette and Flip 
Phillips, bassist Ray Brown, guitarist 
Barney Kessel and drummer J. C. Heard. 
They complemented Billie flawlessly and 
she responded with her best vocal efforts 
in years. 
Billie’s first Clef recordings were re 





leased initially (Continued on Page 77) 
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how he 


proposed 


By MRS. DEWEY (PIGMEAT) MARKHAM 


GUESS MANY females in their teens 

dream of some day meeting a man 
whom they can sort of call their “man 
in shining armor,” who rides up and 
sweeps them right off their feet. I was 
guilty of this idle type of day dreaming, 
I confess, and until I met Pigmeat I 
thought that he had passed me by. But 
in my husband | find that my dreams 
weren’t wasted. 

Until I met him backstage on Sept. 26, 
1946 at the Paramount theatre in New 
York, where he was appearing on the 
bill with the Andrew sisters doing 
comedy, I just looked upon most men 
as having a devil-may-care outlook on 
life. I used to picture some as being 
patient wolves, others as silent wolves. 

From our initial meeting, I just didn’t 
get this impression of Pigmeat. Even 
though his business is being funny and 
making thousands of people laugh while 
on stage, he’s an entirely different type 
of person when he’s at home or with his 
personal friends. He discusses. world 
events like he studied the subject in 
Oxford University. I think that if he 
had put his mind to making a career of 


government service, he could have suc- 
ceeded. 

I guess that was the main reason why 
I was attracted to him. The mutual 
friend who introduced us in his dressing 
room told me beforehand that here was 
an unusual type of comedian and as I 
look back in retrospect upon that never- 
to-be-forgotten day I can now agree with 
her. 

Within five minutes of our meeting I 
said to myself: “Now here’s one guy that 
I won’t mind giving my phone number 
o.” And when he asked for it I guess 
I blurted it out to him at world-record 
speed. We started dating and spent 
many enjoyable hours going to movies, 
to the Museum of Art (of all places) and 
taking boat cruises around the island of 
Manhattan, which is the greatest $2 ride 
for lovers to be found anywhere in the 
world. It got so that I used to perform 
my job as a cosmetics clerk at Whalen’s 
drugstore in somewhat of a trance, just 
waiting for the five o’clock quit-work 
hour to arrive. 

One day in November he called me at 


work and asked (Continued on Page 71) 






Light and Bright... 
Voute Right with the 
gm, Siagline 









¥% It’s the girl with lighter, 
brighter, softer-looking skin who 
gets the rush! Do something about 
your own dull, dark, drab-looking 
complexion. Start using famous 
Black and White Bleaching Cream 
as directed and watch your skin take 
on new lighter, brighter beauty! Its 
bleaching action works effectively 
inside your skin. Modern science 
knows no faster lightening method. 















Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
today! 
35¢, 60¢ 
at all drug 
counters. 


BLACK => WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 
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“I—I thought you loved me.” I faltered, 
“and all the time you were pretending— 
lying to me! 


MPROVE 


YUL 





LOVE LIFE 


ven when Iris suggested twin beds, Charles never suspected 
that he might be slipping as the great lover and then a chance 
remark at the office opened his eyes. 


MHE MOST DEVASTATING blow to 
| a man’s ego—topped only by the dis- 
ure that his wife has been unfaithful 
to him—is the shocking discovery that 
is not the Great Lover he has imagined 
imself to be. The average man can 
Tsugh off doubts cast on his honesty, his 
“ruthfulness and even his sanity, but 
)when a woman tells him bluntly that his 
lover aking technique leaves her cold, he 
‘iscompletely crushed. 
| I know, because it happened to me. I’m 
just now reaching the point where I can 
k about it without feeling like a little 
Doy who accidentally finds out that the 
little girl next door is not only a better 
‘marble player than he is but has been 
 tliberately letting him win all the mar- 
Bles in order to keep him interested in 
* Actually, I’m glad it happened because 
Tm no longer one of those smug, self- 
tonfident husbands who take it for 
granted that his wife automatically 
swoons each time he gives her a half- 
hearted peck on the cheek. I’m not quite 
out of the woods yet, but at least I realize 
now that it is foolish to think that a wife 
tan be contented with a mere fraction of 


the attention showered on her during 
courtship. Moreover, I’m beginning to 
understand why such a startling number 
of American wives spend restless, tor- 
mented nights, physically aroused but 
only partially satisfied, while their 
spouses doze off to sleep, blissfully un- 
aware that they started something they 
couldn’t—or wouldn’t—finish. 

Dr. Kinsey reports in his book, Sexual 
Behavior in the Human Female, that 
women who are able to reach a climax 
in marital relations do so only 70 to 77 
per cent of the time, and that 11 per cent 
of the women he interviewed still do not 
have orgasm after 20 years of married 
life. The first indication I had that per- 
haps the husbands were to blame for the 
large number of “frigid” wives came 
after five years of successful and, I 
thought, mutually satisfactory marriage. 

I was having lunch as usual with some 
of the fellows from the office when some- 
one mentioned a poker game for the 
coming weekend. 

“Where are you guys playing this 
time?” I asked casually. 

“Hey, I didn’t know you were a poker 
man, Charlie,” (Continued on Page 73) 





A Panty Girdle That Follows 


Nature's Own Lines! 


ard ss 


* _ 


YOUTH-FLEX is a really different kind of girdle. Designed 

to flatter the female figure, it does so in the only sensible 

way—by following Nature’s own masterful lines. As a 

result it molds where molding is needed, controls where 

you want control, supports where you want flatterin 

support—but at the same time it gives you undrea 

of freedom of action. 

The secret of YOUTH-FLEX’s fi 

ful use of three different kin 
is made 


is etegant tex tha 
trols and flattens the tummy area. The “hi-rise” lower 
section utilizes 2 way s-t-r-e-t-c-h elastic that hugs but 
doesn’t bind; figure molding 48 point elastic fabric trims 
elsewhere gently but firmly. Molds the derriere— 
utifully. The four adjustable garters are skillfully 
placed to keep your hose wrinkle-free at al! times. Secret 
crotch snaps out for quick, convenient daily rinsing. 
Waist sizes 24-30............. 
Waist sizes 31-44 
Extra crotches 


10 DAY TRIAL FREE 


THE S. J. WEGMAN CO., Dept. A-404 
Lynbrook, N. Y. 


re magic lies in the skill- 
of elastic. The “top-to- 
satin that con- 


Piease rush Youth-Flex on approval. | understand that i 
SE SS re ey ae, 0 ay eee ete 0 dag Sr 
prompt refund of the full price. 

price. The (©) Send it C.0.D. | will pay 
will pay postage. mailman on delivery, plus 


... (inches) 


Dt enclose full 
S. J. Wegman 
Waist Size. 


“MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


Extra crotches — 49c ea 
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Me eauty- 


Your hair is more appealing and 
magnetic, more inviting to touch, 
when it is not loaded down with 
sticky grease so that it seems 
coarse and hard-looking. 


You don’t have to “load” your 
hair when you use the rich hair 
dressing pomade—Dixie Peach. 
Just a little does a lot to keep 
your hair looking just the way 
you want it ... marvelously 
smooth, soft, lustrous. 


The biggest 
jar at 


the price!... 


25% 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: I have a 
problem that I can’t solve alone. 
I am a sophomore in high school and 
in love with my teacher. I am 18 years 
old and he seems to love me, too, as we 
have been seeing each other for almost 
two years. He is nice to me and of 
course has asked me to go “all the way”, 
but I refused. 

However, he still insists on seeing me 
and I wonder whether this indicates that 
he loves me. He is single and very young, 
I think he is leaving this year and | can’t 
bear to lose him this way. Will you 
please help me? 

Desperate Girl 
Dear Desperate Girl: 

Your teacher’s departure is about the 
best thing to happen to you since you 
began this silly affair. By all means, let 
him go unless “he offers to marry you 
(which I seriously doubt) and take you 
with him. In the meantime, he certainly 
is not conducting himself as a respect- 
able teacher should by dating his stu- 
dents. If anyone had suspected his 
conduct, he would have been forced to 
resign long ago. Maybe that is why heis 
leaving. 

So, let him go before you consent to 
go “all the way” and get yourself in more 
trouble than you are in now. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

For quite a while I have been reading 
TAN and like it very much. And now 
I have to ask you for advice. I am 20 
years old and came over from Germany 
one year ago. I met a very nice colored 
youth and we want to get married. As 
far as I can find (Continued on Page 5) 
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By Dan Burley 


|S wee HOLIDAY first gave sax boss Lester Young 
the title, “Prez.” His brother, drummer Lee Young 
with King Cole, is called “Little Prez.” . . . Born in New 
Orleans, the brothers are named Lee Raymond and Willis 
Lester . .. Mary Lou Williams’ maiden name is Mary Lou 
Burley, after her stepdad, Fletcher, old-time Pittsburgh 
blues pianist and gambler . . . Illinois Jacquet has the 


‘contracts on the new blues shouter, Roy (You'll Never 


Walk Alone) Hamilton . . . Sammy Green, formerly of 
the dance act, Tip, Tap & Toe, is now Man Friday for 
Pegleg Bates . . . Louis Peterson, the Hartford, Conn., 
playwright, went to Cleveland to see the Karamu House 
production of his Broadway opus, Take a Giant Step. 


00°90 

Former society bandleader Freddy Williams, now a 
dise jockey on Chicago’s WAAF, placed third in TV 
Today’s Midwest dise jockey popularity poll and was 
the only Negro among the first 78 in the contest that 
took in over 200 platter spinners . . . Freddy’s an old 
pro in the music game and got rich off his guitar and 
banjo playing with Jimmy Noone before taking his 
own band to India, Egypt and Europe . . . Last fall, 
his bosses gifted him with a brand new cream-white 
Packard Patrician convertible. Third place in the dise 
jockey contest gives him a chance at his own network 
TV show. 


00°90 


Thelonius Monk of Harlem, whose biographers swear 
he created bebop style music, expects to show the hep 
folk at the Paris Jazz Fair, June 2 to 7, the mechanics 
of piano playing with one hand—a criticism bop pianists 
have been unable to laugh off since its progressive 
music doesn’t call for too much activity in the bass de- 
partment. It'll be Monk’s first big venture across the 
pond. 

What Yma Sumac is to the Incas, Leontyne, the “Voo- 
doo Queen,” one of the most unusual singers in years, is 
to the African musical motif. This girl, a native Philadel- 
phian, has almost as wide a range as Sumac and uses 
her voice as an instrument without musical accompani- 
ment other than the African drum playing of her partner, 
Jamil, a native African. She does songs from exotic lands 
—Haiti, Arabia, Brazil, Israel, Africa, India, Spain in 
the native tongues. 

000 

The Vic Lewis orchestra of London accompanies Lena 
Horne on her British tour in June and July. Lena’s hus- 
band, Lennie Hayton, will be her pianist . . . Louie Bellson 
and Pearl Bailey won’t make that European trip after all 
..+ They'll be in Las Vegas for (Continued on Page 68 


they're homemade) 


Anyone who likes coconut will love these 
which are the homemade version of store- . 
bought favorites and a recipe which many 
homemakers have sought for years. And of 
course, like a real good homemade cookie, 
these are better than the original! They have 
a rich, delicious flavor and a crisp, tender 
texture that make them a family favorite in 
any home. You'll enjoy giving this recipe your 
“personal touch.” Your family’s compliments 
will be yours, alone. 








r Coconut Crisp — 

Yield: About $ dozen cookies 

2 ed all-, 

11 seapoons Chabker Got baking powder 
teaspoon salt 
cup butter or 
cup fi packed brown sugar 

wel en 


Sift together flour, baking powder, 
Sar runt: Coelng ell ‘Add ops nad 
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well. Add molasses and 
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CLABBER GIRL 














Magic Shadows give you a beautiful 
new bustline that looks real! 


Why miss the fun and popularity that comes 
to girls with a lovely figure? Just slip Magic 
Shadows inside your bra or swimsuit and 
look in the mirror! You'll see a far more ex- 
citing figure—yet your curves are so alluring 
nobody dreams it isn’t your very own bosom! 
Magic Shadows are of sealed foam rubber, 
look and feel like nature’s own! Molded for 
left and right breast. Can’t slip or slide. 
Water repellent, perfect in swimsuits. 
16-DAY TRIAL FREE. You risk nothing. Wear 
Magic Shadows for 10 days. If you’re not 
simply delighted, return for complete refund. 
Mailed in plain wrapper. $3.00. 
[ MAGIC SHADOWS, DEPT. 85 = = = = or 
3930 Los Feliz Bivd., Hollywood 28, California 
] # enclose $3.00 (in cash, check or money order). | 
You pay postage 
] Send C.0.D. ! will pay postman on delivery, plus | 


a few cents postage. 
Size: (©) Med. Large ( Average [ Med. Small | 


| Name. | 





| Address | 
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Write Today! 


YOU can be the man in 
your territory to make 
eally Big wag ~b — op 
time or spare tim h this great new line of Men's Tailor- 
ing. WE'LL SEND You THIS BEAUTIFUL SAMPLE KIT 
F REE —it contains over 150 generous: actual fabrics for 
uits and eoats at sensational low prices. You offer high grade 
made-te- -measure tailoring on our aw Back Guarantee 
f Satisfaction. No experience needed. Show these beauti- 
ful samples to friends, neighbors, men you work with, and 
orders right and left. We deliver. You collect cash 
profit en every order in advance. Up to $30.00 in a day is 
-asy, even in spare time. 


YOUR PERSONAL SUIT 
_ Without Paying a Penny! 


cause our tailoring will be your best ods we tage it t eony 

fo r you to get your own personal suit, 
are of the fabrie and style you pick, "WITHOUT P PAYING 
NE PENNY! All details of this remarkable offer come 
with FREE SAMPLE KIT. Don’t send any money. Don’t 
ay for samples. Just write your name, address, and age on 
osteard NOW for valuable Sample Kit— FREE! 


PIONEER TAILORING COMPANY 
Dept. N-1264 Congress & Threep Sts., Chicage 7, it. 
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By Jane Walters 


" Pgachgeaadetana with perpetual war 
and continued fear of total world 
destruction by new and more deadly 
hydrogen bombs, many teen-agers are 
exceedingly uneasy about their future, 
have become more restless than usual 
and wonder just which course to follow 
in their every day lives. 

“That space stuff needs to be perfected 
but fast,” one lad muttered to his dad 
after reading that up in Montana officials 
had found some radioactive snow, be- 
lieved to be the result of an H-bomb ex- 
plosion hundreds of miles away. 

“Want to shoot right out of here up 
to Mars or some place when they start 
pitching those bombs in a free-for-all,” 
he added. 

Quick on the scientific “skull”, most 
youths pick up on every little nuclear 
weapon or item mentioned in the head- 
lines. One high school junior told his 
parents that whenever his gang gets to- 
gether for a bull session the whole talk, 
outside of whether the Yankees are going 
to win their sixth straight American 
League pennant and World Series, is the 
H-bomb and the strategy the big brass 
should follow in getting their missiles 
dropped on the Reds first in case of war. 

Statement on the power of the H-bomb, 
by an 11-year-old West Coast schoolboy, 
when asked what he intended to be when 
he grew up: “Ma’am, I need not worry 
as by that time there will be nowhere to 
grow up on.” 

And not all of this concern and jitters 
is among the lads, the lasses are just as 
piqued — wonder whether there is any 
sense in planning for the future. A bright 
gal who graduated in June from high 
school at the tender age of 15, told her 
mother: “Might as well get married now 
as waste four years at the university be- 
cause by the time | finish there—there 
probably won’t be any more time any- 
where.” 

Astonished and distressed by this de- 


featist attitude, the mother had a double. 
quick talk with her daughter’s high 
school adviser. After finding out that the 
girl did not pick up any such ideas at 
school, the mother shifted her wrath to 
newspapers for carrying so many pic- 
tures and stories about bombs. Being a 
wise woman, she immediately set about 
trying to dispel her daughter’s fears by 
stressing the fact that civilized people 
will not use the bombs for total destrue- 
tion. 

The greatest thing on earth to fear is 
fear itself. But when fear is not the pre- 
vailing attitude of the parents, the young: 
sters are not likely to let it get too firma 
grip upon them. 

Realizing that it is a terrific problem 
for teen-agers to follow a steady keel, be 
happy and stay out of trouble in these 
confusing days, the president of North- 
western University, Dr. James R. Miller, 
recently offered a formula for them to 
follow. A physician as well as an educa- 
tor, he has had contact with young people 
of all walks of life, underprivileged and 
privileged. 

He advises teen-agers to: 

1.) Count your blessings of living in 
a country like this. It is a land of great 
natural resources and its citizens have 
enormous opportunities. 

2.) Take an active interest in the com- 
munity life around you as soon as pos 
sible and in this connection, develop 4 
religious tie. This interest will stand in 
good stead through life. 

3.) Do not fear. Security is a relative 
thing. In this rich land, life is improv- 
ing all of the time. | 

4.) Live each day to the fullest and 
look forward with optimism to the future. 

He further emphasized that the boys 
and girls growing up now will have to 
assume great responsibilities and they 
will have to be ready for them when they 
come. For them the “civilization of 


fear” can be one of hope and progress. 
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WHY SOME PEOPLE HAVE 
| LONG, NATURALLY 
ATTRACTIVE HAIR 
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TOO EASY 
WIT MEN 


After Phil took advantage of her innocence and jilted her, 
Joan was sure that she could never love another man until 


loneliness drove her into another man’s arms. 


i ABmrASE IS FOR people in love. 
If you marry somebody for less 
in that you are playing with tragedy; 
ealize that all too well now. I married 
eve on the rebound because he was a 
e guy and I was afraid of loneliness. 
vas a terrible thing to do and I paid 
tterly for my mistake. 
fo tell my story, I must go back two 
ars to the bitter memory of when Phil 
acey jilted me. 
My family lived in a small Oklahoma 
then. I met Phil one night at a com- 
nunity barn dance and went home 
athlessly walking inches off the 
yund. Never had I met anyone so 
iderful as Phil! I undressed and 
ped between the covers filled with a 
ange new kind of excitement. 
The door opened a crack and Mom 
sped in. “Asleep, Joan?” she whis- 
red softly. 
No, Mom,” I answered, glad she had 
e. I had to tell someone about Phil 
urst! Mom and I had always been 
y close. It was a little ritual for her 
ip into my room when I came home 
at night from a date so we could 
sip over all the details of the evening. 
might she sat on the edge of my bed 
took my hand. “Have fun at the 
1 dance, dear?” 
dh, yes, Mom.” I couldn’t keep the 
ious excitement out of my voice. “I 


met the nicest boy, Phil Lacey. You 
know, Sarah Jane’s cousin? He’s mov- 
ing here to stay,” I added, all in a rush. 

Mother gazed at me closely, her face 
suddenly worried. Even in the darkness 
she could surely see the stardust in my 
eyes, I thought. 

“Yes,” she faltered. “I heard about 
Phil from Sarah Jane’s mother. Isn’t— 
isn’t he quite a bit older than you, 
Joan?” 

“Only a couple of years or so,” I an- 
swered, secretly thrilled by Phil’s ma- 
turity. 

He was so much more interesting than 
the school boys I dated who could only 
talk about football and their hot-rods. 
Phil was a real man with gn exciting job 
in the oil fields, a car all his own and 
everything. I could hardly believe he 
would be interested in just a high school 
senior. But he was—he must be. Hadn’t 
he asked me to meet him after school 
tomorrow for a soda? 

Mother tried to conceal the anxiety in 
her eyes. I could see that she didn’t want 
to spoil the evening’s glow with a lecture, 
yet she was uneasy about my enthusiasm 
over Phil. I guess she had a right to be 
for I’d never felt this way about any boy 
before. 

The next day I counted the minutes 
until it was time to meet Phil in the drug 
store after school. My heart was tortured 
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Joan,” he whispered, “w 
think I was awfully fast if 








you on our first date 




















Sieve was nice as a friend, Joan thought. 
but she could never love him as she had 
Then an act of God forced 


her to change her mind, 


loved Phil. 





the thousand misgivings. He would 
and me up. He would forget the date. 
Viaybe he had only been teasing me last 
ght 
| hurried into the drug store, my heart 
acing painfully. Sure enough, there he 
yas! Waiting in the booth, just the way 
e’d promised. 
Going to him, I memorized every fea- 
e of his face, his wide brown eyes, 
glossy hair, the tiny wrinkles around 
mouth that came from smiling, the 
ealthy glow from the work he did out- 
Ts. 
He stood up with a smile that seemed 
be made especially for me. “Hi, Angel. 
wondered whether you’d really come.” 
Nothing could have kept me away, 
hil,” I answered with naive artlessness. 
at down with a weak feeling in my 
es. Oh, Phil, my heart was whisper- 
could it possibly be that you feel 
e this, too? 
Phil ordered sodas and when they 
1e, he reached across the table and 
fingers tangled. An electric shock 
gled up my arm. “I feel like I’ve 
wn you for years, Joan,” he said, 
king directly into my eyes. “Maybe 
cause I’ve always wanted to meet 
eone just like you.” 
didn’t know what to say. I blushed 
bent my head over my soda. 
He withdrew his hand. “I’m sorry, 
n,” he said humbly. “I don’t want to 
und—well, fast, or anything. I don’t 
you to think I’m giving you a 
blinked the tears of joy out of my 
“Tl don’t think that, Phil,” I whis- 
ed. “Il—1 like for you to say what 
i did. I don’t feel like we’re strangers, 


How about tonight, Joanie?” he 
“There were so 
people at the barn dance we hardly 
1 chance to get acquainted. How 


1 then, eagerly. 


t us going somewhere together to- 
just the two of us?” 

was heaven. Phil and I, alone to- 

I had never felt so securely 

I wanted the night to go on and 

We saw a show, but I wasn’t con- 

s of a thing that was happening on 











the screen and we danced, but I didn’t 
hear the music. All I could think of was 
Phil, Phil, Phil. 

When he took me home and we sat on 
the living room sofa, Phil slipped his 
arm around me. 

Outside the stars seemed to be twin- 
kling in a silent symphony of joy. A thin 
mantle of snow lay over everything like 
a clean, new blanket. It was like a brand 
new world just made for Phil and me. 

“Joan,” he whispered. There was a 
good, masculine smell of tobacco and 
shaving lotion about him. When his 
cheek touched mine, it had a hard manli- 
ness. “Would you think I was awfully 
fast if I kissed you on our first date?” 

The painful, choking feeling of too 
much happiness to bear came into my 
throat. “I—I don’t think so,” I whis- 
pered, lifting my face innocently. 

He murmured my name brokenly. 
Gently, he took my face in his hands. 
His lips touched my forehead, my closed 
eyes, my cheeks and then my lips. With 





“Why do you say you have (o 
merry him?*°* 
hoarsely. 


he asked 





a little cry, I answered his kisses, cling- 
ing to him, swept away in a torrent of 
emotion. 

When he lifted his face, my cheeks 
were damp with tears. He brushed them — 
away with his lips. “Joanie,” he whis- 
pered huskily. “Joanie. . . .” 

“Not—not many boys have kissed 
me,” I said shyly. “This is the first time” 
I let a boy ever, on a first date.” : 

He touched his lips to my fingers.” 
“Then’ll you go out with me again? 
Soon?” 

“Oh, yes, Phil,” I answered gladly. 
That night Mother did talk with me 
for a long time. She no longer tried to q 
conceal her worry. “I just don’t think” 
you should see Phil too often,” she said 
fretfully. “You’re only a child, Joan, 
barely eighteen. Phil is over twenty. 
He’s much too experienced for you. 
Sarah Jane’s mother told me he’s been / 
on his own since he was sixteen, drifting 
from one oil field to another, working ~ 
as a roughneck. (Continued on Page 55) — 
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MANY ED WH 


Should a widow listen to her children’s pleas and never remarry or should she accept the 


marriage proposal of a new-found love? Janet took three years to find an answer. 


— ALMOST fallen asleep in this 

stickily-warm hospital waiting room. 
A deep voice vibrated above me, bring- 
ing me back to awareness. 

It was Dr. Magruder, calling my 
name. 

“Mrs. Lynn. Wake up, Mrs. Lynn.” 

I started. The doctor looked very 
grave. My heart skipped a beat. I was 
almost certain that I knew what he was 








going to tell me. Sadye. My daughter, 
Sadye, had died on the operating table. 

His voice boomed on. 

“Good news and bad,” he summed up 
tersely. “We were able to save your 
daughter. The baby is lost.” 

Silently, I thanked God for saving 
Sadye’s life. I wondered if the fact of 
the stillborn child wasn’t God’s mercy at 
work, considering that there was no 





“Pour 
some day.” Leroy said. 


father to protect it and Sadye. 

“Thank you, doctor,” I said fervently. 
“May I go in now.” 

“Not immediately,” he told me. 
“You'll be able to see your daughter in 
about an hour. I’m sure you'll be able 
to do much to console her.” 

He turned and went out of the wait- 
ing room. 


I sank back down in the stiff little 





underxtand 
“Let's get 
married as fast as we can. 


children will 


could it possibly be that you feel 

ke this, too? 
Phil ordered sodas and when they 
me, he reached across the table and 
ir fingers tangled. An electric shock 
ngled up my arm. “TI feel like I’ve 
known you for years, Joan,” he said, 
oking directly into my eyes. “Maybe 
cause I’ve always wanted to meet 













meone just like you.” 
| didn’t know what to say. I blushed 
| bent my head over my soda. 
He withdrew his hand. “I’m sorry, 
in,” he said humbly. “I don’t want to 
und—well, fast, or anything. I don’t 
nt you to think I’m giving you a 
| blinked the tears of joy out of my 
“I don’t think that, Phil,” I whis- 
ered. “I—1 like for you to say what 
1 did. I don’t feel like we’re strangers, 


How about tonight, Joanie?” he 
ked then, eagerly. “There were so 
ny people at the barn dance we hardly 
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was heaven. Phil and I, alone to- 
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us of a thing that was happening on 
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the screen and we danced, but I didn’t 
hear the music. All I could think of was 
Phil, Phil, Phil. 

When he took me home and we sat on 
the living room sofa, Phil slipped his 
arm around me. 

Outside the stars seemed to be twin- 
kling in a silent symphony of joy. A thin 
mantle of snow lay over everything like 
a clean, new blanket. It was like a brand 
new world just made for Phil and me. 

“Joan,” he whispered. There was a 
good, masculine smell of tobacco and 
shaving lotion about him. When his 
cheek touched mine, it had a hard manli- 
ness. “Would you think I was awfully 
fast if I kissed you on our first date?” 

The painful, choking feeling of too 
much happiness to bear came into my 
throat. “I—I don’t think so,” I whis- 
pered, lifting my face innocently. 

He murmured my name brokenly. 
Gently, he took my face in his hands. 
His lips touched my forehead, my closed 
eyes, my cheeks and then my lips. With 


a little cry, I answered his kisses, cling- — 
ing to him, swept away in a torrent of 
emotion. 

When he lifted his face, my cheeks — 
were damp with tears. He brushed them 
away with his lips. “Joanie,” he whis- 
pered huskily. “Joanie. .. .” 

“Not—not many boys have kissed 
me,” I said shyly. “This is the first time — 
I let a boy ever, on a first date.” 

He touched his lips to my fingers.” 
“Then’'ll you go out with me again? 
Soon?” 

“Oh, yes, Phil,” I answered gladly. 

That night Mother did talk with me 
for a long time. She no longer tried to 
conceal her worry. “I just don’t think” 
you should see Phil too often,” she said 
fretfully. “You’re only a child, Joan, 
barely eighteen. Phil is over twenty. 
He’s much too experienced for you. 
Sarah Jane’s mother told me he’s been 
on his own since he was sixteen, drifting” 
from one oil field to another, working 
as a roughneck. (Continued on Page 55) © 

























After her husband’s tragic death, Janet wondered whether she would ever find love 


again and then in the midst of a business deal. her heart made up her mind. 
ra) 











hair. I thought of the doctor’s words: 
I’m sure you'll be able to console her.” 
What the doctor didn’t know was that 
naybe Sadye wouldn’t even want to see 
ne. That, perhaps, she might look at me 
with hatred in her eyes, refuse to talk 
with me. She might ask me to leave. 
It was possible even that Sadye 
lamed me for what had happened to 
For, like Wesley, my son, my daugh- 
ter Sadye, despised me, hated the ground 
walked on. 
| met Wesley on the street two days 
go. He brushed rudely past me, ignor- 
ng the glad greeting about to spring 
rom my lips. 
It seemed like a bad dream. 
lhe last time I had phoned Sadye, be- 
fore | knew anything about this trouble 


street, arm in arm with their husbands; 
when she watches married couples 
dancing together, arriving at an affair 
or even arguing with a vehemence which 
will be forgotten in an hour or wiped 
out by the sweetness of making up. 

Even my pride in Wes and Sadye 
wasn’t enough to fill the thousand and 
one nights when I tossed in my bed, 
haunted by memories of the father of 
my children, the childhood sweetheart 
who had become my devoted husband 
and who died when the children were 
mischievous youngsters. 

These days, I compare the gloom- 
filled, sleepless nights with the peace and 
contentment I have found in being Le- 
roy’s wife. Leroy has been the very soul 
of devotion and he loves me so much 
that he can understand the tender place 


dren came along a little earlier than 3 
we'd planned. But we weren’t going to he 
let anything interfere with the dream life 
we intended to create for the adorable Y 
boy with the big brown eyes and loving hi 
ways or the pixie-like baby girl, who 
came along two years later. th 
We were living in Washington then. a 
Acey had a job in the maintenance de. be 
partment at Howard University. It po 
wasn’t the best job in the world, but it th 
paid well enough for a fellow who had 
nothing else to offer but regularity of Ac 
habits and willingness to do hard work. 
I was a sales clerk in a five and dime - 


store. My mother, who had nothing else 
to interest her after the death of dad, 
came on ‘from Cincinnati to live in our 
small flat and care for the children. 
Our apartment was as close to nothing 

















of his jaw, the look in his eyes that I held 
back the words. 

Maybe, if I had followed my first in- 
stincts, the accident wouldn’t have hap- 
pened. Acey got on at the Dunbar Cab 
Company, hacking nights. It was while 
he was rushing a fare to meet a New 
York train that the tragedy overtook 
him—and us. 

When the doorbell pealed sharply in 
the middle of the night, I started out of 


a bad dream. I could have sworn I’d 
been walking in my sleep when the big 
policeman loomed up in front of me in 


the doorway. 
“James?” he inquired. “You Mrs. 


Acey James?” 

My eyes opened wide with fear. I 
nodded numbly. 

“Well, lady,” the officer said, looking 





uncomfortable, “I’m sorry to inform you 
your husband’s had a little accident. 


” 


G OMEHOW, I didn’t have to ask ques- 
tions. Somehow, I knew that it 
hadn’t been “a little accident.” I fainted 
dead away. I don’t know how much time 
had passed when I regained conscious- 
ness. I was lying in my bed, surrounded 
by a group of solicitous neighbors. I 
could hear Sadye crying heartbrokenly 
in the children’s room and dear little 
Wes was trying to talk her into going 
to sleep. 

Gently, the neighbors confirmed my 
worst fears. Acey had been killed. His 
taxi had crashed right through a store 
plate glass window. 

Even with the full thud of my heart 
and the hot tears coming fast, I knew 


“Your 
some day. 


children will understand 


Leroy said. “Let's get 
married as fast as we can.” 


that this was no time for weakness. 
Life had to go on for Wes and Sadye. I 
couldn’t collapse. There was something 
left, after all, Acey’s precious children 
and mine. 

They were a blessing to me—Wes and 
Sadye. They seemed to grow up over- 
night, seemed to realize that my very 
existence was dedicated to them. Their 
loving kindness gave me all the inspira- 
tion I needed to be mother, father and 
friend to them, all in one. 

I went back to the department store a 
few days after the funeral and explained 
to my former boss what circumstances 
were. Everyone there was really wonder- 
ful. I got my job back and several of 
the women there did their best to cheer 
me up, inviting me to their homes, to 


bring my (Continued on Page 76) 
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again and then in the midst of a business deal. her heart made up her mind. 


chair. I thought of the doctor’s words: 
“I’m sure you'll be able to console her.” 

What the doctor didn’t know was that 
maybe Sadye wouldn’t even want to see 
me. That, perhaps, she might look at me 
with hatred in her eyes, refuse to talk 
with me. She might ask me to leave. 

It was possible even that Sadye 
blamed me for what had happened to 
ner. 

For, like Wesley, my son, my daugh- 
ter Sadye, despised me, hated the ground 
I walked on. 

| met Wesley on the street two days 
ago. He brushed rudely past me, ignor- 
ng the glad greeting about to spring 
from my lips. 

it seemed like a bad dream. 

The last time I had phoned Sadye, be- 
fore | knew anything about this trouble 

f hers, she had hung up on me as soon 
as she caught the sound of my voice. 

A few years back, if anyone had told 
me that my children would feel this way 
toward me, I would have thought them 
fit for psychiatry. , 

You wonder what horrible crime I 
have committed to bring down upon my 
head the hatred of the two persons who 
were once the dearest in the world to me. 

If it’s a crime to insist on your right 
as a human being to live your own life, 
even over the objections and disapproval 
of your loved ones, I stand guilty. 

And, if I had it to do all over again, 
I'd repeat exactly what I’ve done. 

It isn’t that I don’t care for my chil- 
lren. Even now, after all the bitterness 
that has been between us, I love them 
with a very special love, mixed with 
pain because of what has happened. 

If it weren’t for Leroy, his under- 
standing and the perfection of his love, 
| don’t know how Id stand it. Leroy 
tells me, always that some day my chil- 
lren will understand and not hate me 
any more. That’s the day—if and when 
it comes—that I’ll be completely happy. 

Funny, I thought I was happy enough, 
just living in the glow of my children’s 
love up until two years ago. . . . 

Wes and Sadye would have made any 
vidowed mother proud enough to be- 
lieve she could go on living with that 
peculiar loneliness she feels when she 
sees women walking happily down the 
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street, arm in arm with their husbands; 
when she watches married couples 
dancing together, arriving at an affair 
or even arguing with a vehemence which 
will be forgotten in an hour or wiped 
out by the sweetness of making up. 

Even my pride in Wes and Sadye 
wasn’t enough to fill the thousand and 
one nights when I tossed in my bed, 
haunted by memories of the father of 
my children, the childhood sweetheart 
who had become my devoted husband 
and who died when the children were 
mischievous youngsters. 

These days, I compare the gloom- 
filled, sleepless nights with the peace and 
contentment I have found in being Le- 
roy’s wife. Leroy has been the very soul 
of devotion and he loves me so much 
that he can understand the tender place 
still in my heart for my first husband, 
Acey. 

I didn’t have time to be sorry for my- 
self in those sad days after Acey died. 
Whenever I felt my grief closing in on 
me, I turned my thoughts to the two 
children who had no father now and 
who needed me to be both mother and 
father; to bring them up the way Acey 
would have wanted them to grow. 

Acey had been so proud of our chil- 
dren. Acey never graduated from public 
school. He came from a family with too 
many mouths to feed, too many backs to 
clothe. It was the same kind of family 
into which I’d been born in our native 
Cincinnati; the kind of family which 
makes it necessary, the minute you're 
old enough to leave school, to work and 
help with the bills. 

That kind of life wasn’t going to be 
the lot of our children, Acey swore. He 
had his mind made up about that even 
before Wes and Sadye were born. He 
had his mind made up the night we ran 
off to Baltimore to get married because 
we were too young to marry without the 
consent of our parents. 

“When we have kids, baby,” he told 
me in the cheap Baltimore hotel room 
where we spent our honeymoon, “they’re 
going to have a chance, a real chance.” 

Acey and I were on the road to giving 
our children a real chance. We were 
young and very much in love. It knock- 
ed our plans a bit awry when the chil- 


dren came along a little earlier than 
we'd planned. But we weren’t going to 
let anything interfere with the dream life 
we intended to create for the adorable 
boy with the big brown eyes and loving 
ways or the pixie-like baby girl, who 
came along two years later. 

We were living in Washington then. 
Acey had a job in the maintenance de- 
partment at Howard University. It 
wasn’t the best job in the world, but it 
paid well enough for a fellow who had 
nothing else to offer but regularity of 
habits and willingness to do hard work. 

I was a sales clerk in a five and dime 
store. My mother, who had nothing else 
to interest her after the death of dad, 
came on ‘from Cincinnati to live in our 
small flat and care for the children. 

Our apartment was as close to nothing 
as any place you'd want to see. Many 
evenings, coming home from a neigh- 
borhood movie, Acey and I would pau 
and look into the luxurious windows of 
furniture stores, moon over wall-to-wall 
carpeting, modern-styled chairs 
couches. 

When we looked around the painfully 
clean, shabby rooms of our place, we’ 
have to rush to the drawer of the kitchen 
table and bring out the dog-eared little 
bankbook to see how the column of fig: 
ures was growing. Then we'd be co 
tented. 

The figures went down considerably 
when Mother died. We were the or 
ones in the family who either could «a 
would worry about giving her a dece 
burial. We even had to pay the expens 
of one of my ne’er-do-well brothers 
bring him to the services. 

Mother’s death posed a new problem. 
Either I’'d have to quit work and st 
home with the children or pay someone 
to be with them. On the skimpy ss 
I was making, it wouldn’t have mad 
sense to try to hire anyone reliable. 
had to leave the job. 

“Don’t worry, honey,” Acey told me 
“T’ll get a night job and that way 
can put back the money we’ve spent ar 
add some more every payday.” 

Something told me to protest again 
this terrific schedule which would ha’ 
Acey working day and night. But the 
was so much determination in the 





of his jaw, the look in his eyes that I held 
back the words. 

Maybe, if I had followed my first in- 
stincts, the accident wouldn’t have hap- 
pened. Acey got on at the Dunbar Cab 
Company, hacking nights. It was while 
he was rushing a fare to meet a New 
York train that the tragedy overtook 
him—and us. 

When the doorbell pealed sharply in 
the middle of the night, I started out of 
a bad dream. I could have sworn I'd 
been walking in my sleep when the big 
policeman loomed up in front of me in 
the doorway. 

“James?” he inquired. “You Mrs. 
Acey James?” 

My eyes opened wide with fear. I 
nodded numbly. 

“Well, lady,” the officer said, looking 


uncomfortable, “I’m sorry to inform you 
your husband’s had a little accident. 


” 


OMEHOW, I didn’t have to ask ques- 

tions. Somehow, I knew that it 
hadn’t been “a little accident.” I fainted 
dead away. I don’t know how much time 
had passed when I regained conscious- 
ness. I was lying in my bed, surrounded 
by a group of solicitous neighbors. I 
could hear Sadye crying heartbrokenly 
in the children’s room and dear little 
Wes was trying to talk her into going 
to sleep. 

Gently, the neighbors confirmed my 
worst fears. Acey had been killed. His 
taxi had crashed right through a store 
plate glass window. 

Even with the full thud of my heart 
and the hot tears coming fast, I knew 


that this was no time for weakness. 
Life had to go on for Wes and Sadye. I 
couldn’t collapse. There was something 
left, after all, Acey’s precious children 
and mine. 

They were a blessing to me—Wes and 
Sadye. They seemed to grow up over- 
night, seemed to realize that my very 
existence was dedicated to them. Their 
loving kindness gave me all the inspira- 
tion I needed to be mother, father and 
friend to them, all in one. 

I went back to the department store a 
few days after the funeral and explained 
to my former boss what circumstances 
were. Everyone there was really wonder- 
ful. I got my job back and several of 
the women there did their best to cheer 
me up, inviting me to their homes, to 


bring my (Continued on Page 76) 








— 
Pam ag 


3 


ak oe eae 


pee 
_ 


in 
be Bt 
iF, 


af) ¥. iS 







Hip-tossing is just a business with petite Harlem dancer whose greatest kick comes, not from 
the customers’ applause, but from her role as wife and mother. 


|," VERY GIRL wearing a G-string isn’t 
' a shake dancer and every shake 
icer isn’t virtuous. 
(he G-string is supposed to be the veil 
jarating downright naughtiness and 
at we show people call art. But the 
lice don’t seem to think so and neither 
1 lot of people who class the G-string 
ig with black net French stockings, 
s pecking on windowpanes or stand- 
mn the corner under a street lamp. 
lhat’s why we shake (we much prefer 
word, “exotic”) dancers live most of 
professional careers within the 


shadow of the magistrate’s court and 
have to walk under the upturned noses 
of the women who are not shake dancers 
and who don’t think we girls who earn 
our living shaking our bodies could ever 
be virtuous or even nice. 

I know I’m biting off a whole lot when 
I claim to speak for a fairly representa- 
tive group of the hundreds of girls who 
earn a living as sex dancers, but I also 
know most of these girls will agree when 
I say that a majority of them are sincere 
about the work in spite of all the fingers 
—feminine—pointed at us as being the 


ones for whom hard-working husbands 
leave their homes. 

“Do you call shaking your hips 
work?” a woman once asked me when | 
was invited to have a drink at her table 
between shows. She was there with her 
husband and several other couples. All 
the time I was on the floor at the Club 
845 in the Bronx, I could sense her “dig- 
ging me” from their ringside table. 
When I came out for my bows, I saw the 
man | later found out to be her husband, 
banging his wooden knocker on the table 
so hard that it spilled somebody’s drink 








on the cloth. I paused before answering. 

The organist was playing intermission 
music but I could see that her question 
had already been discussed, at least 
among the women in the party. Now 
they were putting the heat on me for an 


answer. 

“Well, suppose we put it this way,” I 
said cautiously. “Do you think the musi- 
cians in the band work? Do you think 
the emcee, Willie Bryant, earns his 
money in this show?” 

“Well,” she said, “I guess those peo- 
ple do. But all you do up there is shake 
your body and jump around. I don’t see 
any work in that. It looks more like—” 

I cut her off. “Exotic dancing,” I said, 


NCES 


E GOOD WIVES? 





Next to her dancing, Rosebud prides herself on her cooking ability, here stirs up a 
tasty dinner dish in kitchen of her four-room apartment in the Bronx. 
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Vealtime is a happy time as Rosebud serves tasty dishes to her brood which includes her mother, Mrs. Ruth Thompson, son 
Vichael, aged four, and her husband, Al Smith. She learned about household chores from observing grandmother who reared her. 


Every girl who wears a G-string isn’t a shake dancer, says 
Rosebud, who complains that her profession often gets a 
black eye because a few girls get out of line. 


just as legitimate as tap, toe and bal- 
What you object to is that it is more 
rimitive and direct. My routines are as 
as civilization.” I was going on 
mething I had read somewhere. “Belly 
lancing, hip-wiggling and contortions 
ere among the basic forms of ancient 
ibal dancing. Later, as people became 
nore concerned about sex and such 
‘ings, they went in for the so-called 
lassic dances of the Greeks. But no 
atter how we try to branch out, people 
sm always to go back to the basic 
m of the dance and that is pure sex.” 
[he women all looked mean at me, 

t | stuck by my guns. After all, | felt 
st as competent to stand up in defense 
me side of my life as they. In fact, 
ey had only one side, that of being 
isewives. I am a housewife, a mother 

1 a shake dancer. When I told them 
one of the women said cattily, 
Dearie, you make yourself an exception 
nicely. After all, there are many wom- 





en, you know, who are wives, mothers, 
dancers and—” 

I remembered I was a lady and ex- 
cused myself from the table. In my 
dressing room, I cried a little then wiped 
away the tears and got ready for the 
next show. That woman’s remarks, I 
acknowledged to myself, were typical of 
the reaction of most women who don’t 
dance or who are not in show business. | 
also realized that most of them have a 
secret desire to have a body like mine 
and at least once, exhibit it before men 
and listen for their “ahs and oohs.” 

All my life, I wanted to go on the 
stage, even when I was a tot in my native 
Orangeburg, S.C. My grandmother, Mrs. 
Mary Slater, couldn’t understand the 
urge, but she knew it must be all right 
for she always said I had been “raised 
right” and couldn’t get off on the wrong 
foot. She brought me to New York in 
1931 and in 1938. I became a pupil at 
the Mary Bruce dance school, seeing 





that I was determined to become a 
chorus girl. 

To me, the life of a chorine was glam- 
orous. I read all the movie and nightlife 
magazines I could get my hands on and 
this further fired my ambition. I read 
stories in the colored newspapers about 
the beautiful fur coats, jewelry, small 
apartments and big cars the girls who 
used to dance in the Cotton Club, Con- 
nie’s Inn, at the Ubangi and Smalls 
Paradise were given by rich sponsors 
from Broadway and Fifth Avenue. | 
wanted these things, too, for what girl 
doesn’t want to land a millionaire for 
her very own? 

But that wasn’t the way fate arranged 
things for me. 

When I reached 16, Mary Bruce 
turned me into a professional. She often 
said I was one of her most talented and 
brightest pupils, for I was determined 
to make a name for myself as a dancet. 
My first job was in 1938 in the chorus 
line in the Broadway stage musical, 
Policy Kings, which closed almost 4s 
soon as it opened. But the show wasn't 
such a complete bust for me because one 
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Pride of Rosebud’s life is son Michael 
here being dressed to attend a party. 


of the Broadway critics wrote the next 
day about the “tiny, brownskinned bun- 
dle of fire” in the Mary Bruce line of 
dancers. 

I must have looked all right for just 
before the closing notice was posted in 
our dressing rooms, the stage door 
keeper came in to tell me that there were 
acouple of fellows outside who wanted 
to see me. They were white and told me 
they were producing an all-Negro show 
and thought I might make a good sou- 
brette. The fellows looked all right and 
were dressed in evening clothes. 

One of them handed me his card and 
said, “if you can come up to my apart- 
ment after the show, we'll go into the 
matter further over some cocktails.” I 
looked up from the card in time to catch 
him winking at his companion. 

“Tm sorry, mister,” I said. “I don’t 
think I can make the grade in your show 

, —at least, not the grade you’re thinking 
about!” I wasn’t trying to be hard-to-get 
nor was | being childish about some- 
thing that happens all the time in show 
business. I just don’t play it that way. 
Because of this attitude, I’ve run into a 
lot of closed doors because I have re- 


Playing two-handed pinochle with husband, Al, Rosebud enjoys his indecision over 
what card to play. Couple leads quiet life, occasionally going to dances. 


fused to run a gauntlet of agents, spon- 
sors, promoters, managers, coaches and 
musicians who want their pound of flesh 
before sending you down the line. 

I was lucky. Mary Bruce, a smart busi- 
ness woman among the colored dance 
teachers, kept the chorus line almost in- 
tact and added new girls from her 
classes. During the summer of 1939, she 
put us to work at a popular white night 
club on Long Island, known as Ryan’s. 
Thus we were able to develop a lot of 
teamwork and iron out the kinks in our 
routines while at the same time, we were 
paid for our dancing. 

Mary is a wonderful person. She is 
perhaps the greatest dance teacher we’ve 
got. Among her students were stars like 
Gene Raymond of the movies, Katherine 
Dunham, Marie Bryant, Ray Sneed, Jr., 
and Tanya. Mary used to give me long 
lectures. 

“Now, Rosebud,” she would say, “you 
listen to me. I’ve sent over a thousand 
girls and boys into show business as 
professional dancers. Some of them be- 
came famous and others slipped and 
didn’t make the grade. You’re a pretty 
girl and you've (Continued on Page 65) 


egy 


All dressed and ready to go to night club, 
Rosebud gets kiss from husband, who too 
will soon be off to night bartender job. 
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my and Connie were dancing 
-. . their lips united in a kiss and = 
er hand moved teaxsingly back and 

forth across his shoulder. 
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Louise thought that her 81.500 cash had bought Jimmy as her husband but she learned 


almost too late that possession really doesn’t mean ownership if love isn’t there. 


“(EF RiGip he hard eneh 
i! itched ed as members 
t| inv filed tof the 

\ the Los Angeles: Counts 
tl ( irt What ¢ ottenm was 
re left f e to have It had all 


nt in the days and nights of 


rving and sleepless torture that 


wed the horrible accident. 


| udyve had disappeared into his 
ers. the court reporter had left 
whine and the attorness 
kKed up the brief cases and 
1 out of the courtroor here 
en just a handful of spectators 
too. had left ] was alone 
~uWesore t f justi t whi h 
lav~ had- echoed ager 

is at a \ hus 

erye I, was taut 
| t Kea t wd ball 
ter doe ur-t | set \ vaze ol 


‘d hrow lone it 
ide whether 


vas guilty.of manslaughter on 


} mys fate ind mine were 
a root with those seven 


sut IT knew that 
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if those twelve people brought back a 
cuilty verdict. it should be hung on 
me, not Jimmy. For just as sure as 
Connie Morris was dead. I had killed 
her. 

The thought of myself as a killer 
and the prospect of life ahead without 
Jimmy started again the damning flow 
of thoughts-which continuously rum- 
bled through mis troubled mind these 
davs. | buried my head in my hands 

f 


and asked God for forgiveness. —1 


ished Him to give me another chance 
a) | could keep my vow never again 
to wise in to the et sping possessive 


“huv’ my hus- 


“0 araitens to 


ness that had made me 
hand. ther squeeze hitn 
me that [sent him reeling to another 
Wworan. 

| had always been that way about 
things T owned. Tf only | had been 
stopped earlier maybe this heartache 
and tragedy | was living would have 
been averted. Mavbe | should have 
heen soundly spanked that day when 
| was just nine vears old -and my 
ousin. Hilda. and her mother came 
to visit us. Hilda was just four but 


a very pretty girl, Even I. at nine, 


was aware of her beauty 


She and | 
plaved a while that day but I soon 
crew tired of her kind of games so I 
went into my room and started play- 
y dolls 

| loved my room with its beautiful 
lace curtains. and the rows of books 


But most of all, | loved my 


doll carriage and dolls. 


and toys 
I must have 
had a dozen or more and 1 treated 
each one like it was a real live baby. 

Hilda came into my room that day 
and picked up a little doll IT called 
Blinkey { wave of jealousy swept 
over me as | watched her euddle my 
ttle Blinkey to her breast. Immedi- 
ately | flew into a rage and ran over 
to Hilda and savagely snatehed for 
Blinkey. She must have been holding 
the doll very tightly because all I got 
for my snatch was Blinkey’s head. The 
doll’s body remained in Hilda’s 
| 


Daddy aatae. to 


rlue Blinkev back together again and 


Late r. when my 


couldn't. | flew into another tantrum. 
My mother scolded me for being 
selfish but she didn’t spank me. | 


cried and Continued on Page 19 ) 








In Europe, where color prejudice is less prevalent-than in U. S., Negro 

















| Paes SUMMER two young white be 








Americans, college students from fri 

Louisiana, were sunning themselves at a dr 

sidewalk cafe in Paris. They were part th 

bile Geen, French Ma ser of “EMi” of the seasonal influx of U.S. tourists Ne 
met first Negro men in U.S., thinks they taking a look at Europe at cut rates. As ga 
have “sweet dispositions.” they sat and drank, two couples passed the 

the cafe. Both men stopped talking and | 

stared, almost unable to believe what wa 

they saw. do 

The couples were interracial. The b. 

men were West Africans of handsome 

ans 


bearing, and were students at the Sor- 


a ™ e. 






Yvonne “The Body” Menard, sensuous Colett, 
star of the Folies Bergere, says American Negro 
Negroes seem more mature than other men. 
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men usually have the upper hand in competition for the affections and favors of women. 


BY ALLAN MORRISON 


bonne University. Their young lady 
friends were beautiful and _stylishly- 
dressed young Parisians. From the way 
they clung to the sturdy arms of their 
Negro escorts and the adoring looks they 
gave them, it was obvious to all that 
they were lovers. 

One of the young white Southerners 
was livid with rage. “What in the hell 
do these women see in those b... . 
b.... ?” he asked his companion. 

“It beats the hell out of me,” the other 
answered. “These European women sure 


have strange tastes in men.” 

Such incidents occur often in Europe 
today where more Negroes live than at 
any time in history. Because of the mass 
exodus of Negroes from two continents 
to Europe during the last 10 years, inter- 
racial matings have reached an all-time 
high. 

The impact of the Negro male on Eu- 
rope’s female population has been pro- 
found and prolific. In certain sophisti- 
cated circles in France and Italy, Negro 
lovers have become quite fashionable. 


Colette Marchand, French ballerina and star of the film, “Moulin Rouge,” finds that Simone Morin, emcee at the Bobino Music 
Negro men have “exciting voices,” is great admirer of Josh White and Louis Armstrong 


and their art, thinks both have a great sense of rhythm. 


girl, to see her rub her hands over his 





Unofficial opinion surveys have revealed 
that among certain groups of European 
women, Negro men are considered more 
desirable. 

French women especially, pride them- 
selves on their great feeling for colors— 
in fabrics, in art, and in human beings. 
Their too curly and kinky hair is appre- 
ciated as having highly attractive qual- 
ities that the French envy. Many a 
Negro GI during the last war was 
startled, while making love to a French 


Hall in Paris, has walls of dressing room 
covered with photos of Negro entertainers. 
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Negro men’s voices, color and hair have been listed as 
advantages but their ace-in-the-hole is that they seek to 
please girls first, themselves last. 


air and murmur, “J’aime beaucoup 


\ wealthy and stylish French woman, 
hose family belongs to the aristocracy, 
id a Negro singer in a Paris night club 
ecently, “We here definitely consider 
u Negroes much more chic than we 
e. You have an exotic quality that we 
It is this exotic quality. whether real 
imagined, that often gives the Negro 
1ale a definite advantage over his white 
val in the struggle for the affections 
ind favors of European women. Many 
uropeans privately express a preference 
r Negroes because of their humility 
ind gentle ways. A theory often heard 

that generations of persecution and 
pression have made Negroes more sen- 
tive and considerate of the feelings of 
ther people. If this is true, it gives 
hem a priceless advantage in the age-old 
ittle for love. 

[his popular preference for Negro 
ren is held by Mistinguette, the grand 

old lady of European show business, who 
ell past 80, is still an institution in 
rance. The one-time owner of the most 
iluable legs in the world says of Negro 
en: “I find them very gentil. Of 


italian actress Anna Vita and movie actor 


course, as in all groups of people, there 
are some who are bad, but of the Negro 
men I have met, I can say that they have 
always been polite, courteous and easy 
to get along with. I like them. . . but 
I don’t like the Negro women!” 

This view is also held by Leslie Caron, 
the petite ballet and film star from 
France, whose roles in An American In 
Paris and Lili, won her a national fol- 
lowing. She feels that the Negro’s con- 
tribution to American culture and art is 
not fully appreciated by whites in the 
U.S. Her knowledge of Negro men is 
confined to Americans. “Negro men 
have sweet dispositions,’ says Miss 
Caron. “I worked in a film with Louis 
Armstrong and I found him especially 
sweet and easy to get along with.” 

Miss Caron was too young to have 
known any of the thousands of Negro 
soldiers who flooded France with the 
U.S. forces during World War II. “But 
from what I gather,” she says, “they left 
a wonderful impression on the French 
people because of their personalities.” 

She credits the more attractive disposi- 
tion of Negro men with being the reason 
for so many interracial marriages in 


France. “But I don’t believe it is be- 


William Marshall receive personal service 


»m kimono-clad host, George Woods at Harlem’s Red Rooster. Miss Vita admires 
novelist William Demby, actor John Kitzmiller. 


o 


Countess Esther Benckendor ff, daughter of 
an English clergyman, likens Negro men to 
Heinz products—there are so many kinds. 





Mistinguette, grand old lady of Europea 
show business, says Negro men are eas 
to get along with, detests Negro womeh 








ropea 
e easy 
women. 


English actress Thelma “Jo” Troy says 
that the Negro men she has met “arouse 
my maternal instincts to the full.” 


Ingrid Severin, Swedish writer and col- 
umnist, who has many Negro friends, says 
“fighting spirit” of Negroes inspires her. 


Miss Vita and Marshall prepare to leave Red Rooster after leisurely discussion of 


American films over their after-dinner coffee. 


Italian actress was impressed with 


Marshall’s ability as an actor and offered him a role in an Italian movie. 


cause Negroes possess greater physical 
charm,” she says. “Disposition is prob- 
ably more important to these girls than 
the color of skin. I don’t know why 
Negroes possess these sweet dispositions. 
I can’t understand it at all, but I do think 
that disposition is the most important 
factor.” 

Yvonne “The Body” Menard, sensuous 
dancing star of the world-famous Folies 
Bergere in Paris, says she does not con- 
sider a man’s complexion in choosing a 
mate. “I have never thought about color 
in regard to men,” she says. “If I find 
a man interesting, I am interested. I 
don’t like snobs. I like a man with qual- 
ities I can admire. I judge him by 
whether he is generous, considerate, 
sympathetic and _ intelligent — without 
thinking about the color of his skin.” 

Miss Menard, who has been appearing 
in the Folies Bergere for seven years, has 
met many Negroes in Paris, and has 
formed the very definite conclusion that 
American Negro men are “more mature 
and adult” than Negroes from the 
French colonies. 

Sociologists delving into the reasons 
for the strong attraction Negro men hold 
for some European women have come 
up with a variety of explanations, none 
too credible or valid. The only sound 
reason that can be given right now is 
that in Europe no virulent anti-Negro 
prejudice exists and a Negro can com- 
pete with whites on a more or less equal 


basis. This applies to competition for 
women as well as for jobs and homes. 

The reception American Negro sol- 
diers were given by white women 
throughout Europe was a shocking reve- 
lation to thousands of white Americans 
schooled to regard interracial romances 
as impossible or at best taboo. Bigoted 
whites in the U.S. forces tried desper- 
ately to curb contact between Negroes 
and white women without success. Vi- 
cious propaganda depicting Negroes as 
sub-human was circulated among Eu- 
ropean civilians in an effort to discour- 
age friendship with Negro GI’s. This 
propaganda failed miserably. 

“You can’t stop something that’s as 
natural as breathing,” an Englishwoman 
told a white American brigadier general 
at a London cocktail party in 1944. The 
conversation concerned the “alarming” 
increase in interracial relationships in- 
volving colored soldiers in Europe. 

“Something has got to be done about 
it,” the general, a Southerner, insisted. 

“The only way you can stop it,” the 
English woman said, “is to make Negro 
men less attractive to European women.” 

During the last war, strenuous and 
persistent efforts were made by certain 
high-ranking officers in the U.S. Army 
stationed in England to curb, if not stop 
altogether, personal contact between 
Negro soldiers and white women. They 
argued that the sight of a Negro man 
with a white (Continued on Page 71) 
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Fi e years ago, when her younger 


2 ster stole Jim from her, Eileen 


: rowed that she would get him 


1 ck but little did she dream that 


WIE COULDN'T 


. death would be her ally. 


“ 
5 


y HE TELEGRAM reached me at St. Luke’s hospital. I 


® stood in the tiled corridor outside the operating room 


am read the startling words: 
| Terry is dangerously ill. We need your help. Could 


= you come? 


Jim. 


| The names on the yellow slip of paper leaped out at me, 


purning my eyes. Terry—Jim. The past, dead and stuffed 
ito the darkest corners leaped alive again, hot and painful. 


Al of it was back with me, like a waterfall that had been 


up and now burst into its old channel, cutting and 
foding with its fury. 
- Numbly, I stuffed the telegram into a pocket of my crisp 
White uniform and went to the operating room. The next 
jour I was a machine performing with trained reflexes while 
ly mind wandered in scattered, disjointed flashes. 
= As soon as possible, I called a substitute to relieve me from 
ising duty and I went to my apartment to throw a few 
hings into a suitcase. That night I was on a train bound 
a the heart of the Carolina hills. 
was sick ...my younger sister . . . spoiled, 
petulant, beautiful Terry .. . sick, and she 
Moked a finger and I rushed across half a continent to be 
th her. 
hat is this strange bond that welds together people of the 
Bi Mlood—rising above bitterest hate in a time of crisis? 
§, I had hated my sister Terry. Once, I had screamed out 
her fname in the night against the black hills and the silent 
Mies, and clenched my fists and wished her dead with all my 
aa Wished my own sister dead. 
In the years that had gone by since then, the white heat 
dm anger had cooled into a hard, cold knot of bitterness. 
i at | had gone on hating her. And yet, now I was turning 
iy back on all that to be at her side. 


we} Pa, 


WAIT 


The train rushed through the night . . . the wheels sang 
their monotonous song of spent miles . . . across the aisle 
a fat, bald man slumped over his newspaper and slept with 
wet, pouting lips. And I—I sat unsleeping, trying to analyze 
my reason for going back to Terry and Jim. 

Was it the same old story? Picking up after Terry again? 
Suffering her abuse, her tantrums, her willfulness, then run- 
ning to comfort her when she stubbed her toe? Or was it, 
a denied corner of my heart whispered, because of Jim? 
Are you going back because of Jim? 

Gray seeped through the darkness. The morning sun be- 
gan probing through the pines, falling on the raw, red clay. 
Hill country. Zig-zag, split rail fences. Log cabins. The far- 
away tinkle of a cow’s bell. 

A thousand memories crowded one on another as the 
train wound through the growing hills, plunging through the 
early gray mists. Then at last, it slowed, puffing, into the 
brief stop at Crestview, our home. 

Jim was waiting for me on the station platform. (I had 
wired him.) I could see him through the dusty window as 
I fumbled blindly with my bag. On legs that were trembling 
and watery, I moved out of the train to a step the smiling 
porter had put down, to the cinder-carpeted earth. My heart 
was running away. I drew a deep breath and forced myself 
to look up, into Jim’s face. 

Into the hurt and loneliness of a past that had returned 
again. 

We said something, awkwardly. Then Jim took my bag 
and showed me the way to his parked car. We avoided each 
others eyes. I wondered whether the past was as fresh again 
with him. 

We drove into the cool, high smell of mountain air touched 
lightly with the perfume of wet pines and budding wild flow- 
ers. Jim concentrated on driving. I looked at his strong, 
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“For God’s sake, Eileen,” 
“what has 


he cried out, 
happened to us?” 


ider hands on the wheel, and then 


a growing pain in my throat, I 
ed my eyes to his face. 

ive years—and | hadn’t forgotten a 

le line. The lean, hungry, searching 

was still there. The burning in his 

the sudden, angry sweep of his 

| as he brushed a disordered lock of 


hick, black hair into place. His mouth 


was both wry and sensitive. 
> was still a boy who searched in- 
ely and desperately for the unattain- 

! wondered whether he still drank 
imerable cups of coffee, prowled the 
t rooms of the house at all hours of 
night, read until dawn and flung 
self into frenzied orgies of work that 
him exhausted—or whether Terry 


1 broken his bad habits. 


1 


was thinner, I realized with a rush 
eminine concern, and there were 
y lines around his eyes and mouth. 
it because of Terry’s illness? 


I looked out across the hills. My 
heart was crowded with a tumult of emo- 
tion. The shock of the telegram, the 
strain of the long, sleepless trip, and now 
seeing Jim again, was almost too much. 

I still loved Jim. Hopelessly, I knew 
that none of it was changed. We were 
all back where we were five years ago, 
the same people, the same love, the same 
hate. 

Drawing a deep breath, I asked Jim 
about Terry. 

“It’s her heart, Eileen,” he said, keep- 
ing his eyes on the road. His long, 
sinewy fingers swept up in the familiar 
old angry gesture and plowed into his 
rumpled hair. “We came back here 
from New York for a few weeks’ rest. 
We stayed at the old house. She woke up 
in the middle of the night with this at- 
tack—” His voice broke off and he 
made a hopeless gesture and his hand 


fell back on the wheel. 





Even though her sister was dead, Eileen still felt pangs of conscience about marrying Jim. 
but then a note found in the old family Bible made everything all right. 








“‘Who’s taking care of her? Doctor 
Taylor?” I asked. 

“There’s a new man in town. A heart 
specialist. Doctor Taylor recommended 
him.” Jim looked at me with his hollow, 
blazing eyes. “I might as well tell you, 
Eileen, he thinks she’s in pretty bad 
shape.” 

It was so hard for me to grasp. Terry, 
so young and vital. Spoiled, selfish— 
yes. But every inch of her alive and 
bursting with vitality. Heart trouble was 
for old people. 

But even as I thought that, my nurse’s 
training reminded me grimly of the at- 
tack of rheumatic fever Terry had suf- 
fered as a child. No, heart trouble was 
not always reserved for the aged. 

“It was darn nice of you to come, 
Eileen,” Jim went on. “Hated to call on 
you, but we didn’t know which way to 
turn. I can’t afford a nurse. So I’ve had 


to wait on (Continued on Page 6()) 
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“I don’t want to go back.” 

I said. “You are the only 

girl who ever meant se 
Ce a a oe 


TOO LATE TO MARRY 


Bill only intended the money as a loan to tide Alison over, but she mistakenly thought of it 


as payment for their one night of forbidden pleasure. 


AS SOON AS WE landed at the sub 

base in New London I applied for 
leave. I’d thought about it for so long 
there was nothing else I could do—even 
though there wasn’t anything to gain by 
seeing Alison again, now that she was 
married and a mother. 

Still—maybe the old magic is gone, 
I'd tell myself, and maybe if you see her 
again you'll know that everything be- 
tween you is as dead as the past. And 
then you'll be free of her forever and that 
knife-edged pain whenever you think of 


her and what you lost when she married 
Jeff. 

It was nearly a year and a half since 
I’d seen her, but I hadn’t forgotten any- 
thing. I’d kept each memory fresh re- 
membering every day, no matter how 
busy I was. For months it had been the 
best part of my day, letting my thoughts 
fly back over the miles—to the little bit 
of time we shared together. Much too 
little time! 

I’d written her a bundle of letters, 
starting as soon as we'd been ordered to 


sea on maneuvers so unexpectedly. 
There'd been no time to say goodbyes, 
no time to beg her to wait for me. So I 
poured out my heart into those letters 
but had to save the lot of them till we 
reached our first port in Key West. 

I didn’t get a letter till we were in 
the Pacific, and by that time it was too 
late. The letter was from Jeff and it 
knocked the underpinnings from me. He 
and Alison had been married! 

I sat stunned, reading the words over 
and over, unable to believe them. But 
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inally I had to admit to myself that I’d 
lost out—and there was nothing I could 

» about it. Just forget! That was a 
ugh! 

Nothing at all mattered after that. | 
lidn’t care whether I ever got home 
gain. | pushed myself through my du- 

s and took over for any other guy who 

anted a breather or a little extra snooze. 
The more tired I got, the less time I'd 
iave to lie in my sack and see her 
face. that raven hair, those laughing red 
ips. 
| wrote to Jeff and Alison only once, 

send congratulations and good wishes 
didn’t mean. Jeff kept writing to me 
ind the last letter I got announced jubi- 
lantly that he was out of the service and 

rking in Boston. He sent along a 

iapshot of himself in civilian clothes, 

ith Alison standing beside him, hold- 

e an infant in her arms. At the bottom 

as scrawled, “In my first civie suit, 


by Steve doesn’t recognize me.” 


al 


change by seeing her now. Unless—un- 
less she still loved me! 

She was smiling at me, but I could see 
that her hands were trembling just a lit- 
tle. 

“How have you been, Alison?” I 
asked, swallowing hard. 

“Fine, Bill, and you?” she answered. 
“Oh, please sit down!” 

She pointed to an expensive-looking 
lounge chair. Jeff really must have been 
doing all right. The rug was soft and 
thick. I knew everything in the room was 
better than I could afford for Alison. Jeff 
had set her up fine. 

“Where’s Jeff?” I asked, not wanting 
to see him, but I figured I had to ask. 

“He’s downtown,” she answered, “but 
he should be back very soon.” 

She offered me a cigarette from a box 
on the coffee table, and I took one. Her 
fingers were still trembling. 

“TI see you're still in the Navy,” she 
said, offering me a light. Why was she 


Now that he knew that he and not Jeff was the father 


of Alison’s child, Bill wanted to marry her. If only he 


had thought to tell her that night she sent him away. 


I'd studied Alison’s placid smile, won- 
dering whether she were really happy. 
Had it been Jeff for her all along? I 
knew I'd have to visit them, if I ever got 
hack to the east. I had to know the an- 

ers to a few questions to set my mind 
und heart at rest. 

When | got off the train at South Sta- 

n | headed straight for a phone booth, 

be sure I had the right address. | 

ked directions and finally found the 
place—a good-looking apartment house 
building. 

| went up the steps and rang the bell 
ind waited nervously, twisting my hat in 

hands. | rang again and had just 
rned to leave when the door opened 
id Alison stood there, her lovely eyes 
ide with surprise. My heart leaped with 
ve and crazy hopes. 

‘Why, Bill!” she cried, reaching her 

inds to me. “Come in!” 

She hadn’t changed a bit—just as 
beautiful as ever! 

| followed her into the nicely furnished 

ng room, wondering why I had come 
ifter all, wondering what I could possibly 


0 


trembling ? 

I nodded, watching her face. Did she 
love me still—did she? 

“Where are you stationed?” she asked. 

“Just got back to New London.” I told 
her. 

“Have you married, Bill?” she asked 
without meeting my eyes. 

“Of course not!” I answered. “There 
never has been anybody but you.” 

She began twisting her handkerchief. 

“Do you really mean that?” she asked. 
in a funny voice. 

“Of course I do!” I told her. 

I reached to take her hand, but she 
drew away. 

“If I'd known that you really wanted 
me to wait—” she began, then stopped, 
as if she regretted speaking. 

I stared at her, unbelieving for a sec- 
ond. Did she mean that she would have 
waited and married me? My head reeled 
with the revelation—and the awful fu- 
tility of knowing it now. 

“I told you I loved you 

“Sometimes men say lots of things 
they don’t mean,” she interrupted. 


” | began. 


“But I wanted to marry you more than 
anything else in the world!” I insisted, 
wanting to grab her and crush her to 
me— 

“Did you, Bill?” she asked quietly. “I 
wanted to believe that, but—you paid me 
off that night—remember?” 

Of course I remembered giving her 
some money—but I wasn’t paying her 
off. I'd known she was broke—that’s all! 

“T wasn’t paying you off,” I protested, 
“I knew you didn’t have any money— 
that’s why I did it!” 

Then I stopped, remembering other 
things. 

“There were so many things I wanted 
to say. but there was no time!” I told her, 
full of misery. 

“Yes, we had such little time,” she 
agreed quietly. “But I’d have waited, in 
spite of the trouble I was in.” 

“Trouble?” I repeated dumbly. 

Then she lifted her face, her eyes wide. 

“You still don’t know?” she half-whis- 
pered. “You didn’t know that little Steve 
is your son?” 

Her words hit me like a body blow and 
[ stared at her while the whole room 
swirled in fog. All I could see was her 
face, looking up at me, pleading and 
fear in her eyes, the night I’d left her in 
New London. ... 


HAT’S WHERE I first met Alison. 

She’d come to New London to marry 
Jeff, and he took me along with him to 
meet her, the evening she arrived. I was 
curious to see what Jeff was marrying, so 
I let him convince me that I wouldn’t be 
a fifth wheel if I went along with him. 

When I saw her it was as if a boulder 
hit me right in the midsection. I think 
it happens once in a lifetime, if you're 
lucky. But what a way to meet her— 
engaged to my best friend! 

She was rather tall and slender, but 
packed the curves in the right places. 
Her dark hair hung loose to her shoul- 
ders. She had a way of tossing it and 
smiling into my eyes that got my pulses 
pounding, even as they sat there making 
wedding plans. Jeff had found her a 
tiny room on the third floor of a once 
fashionable house. It wasn’t much of a 
home. but they were lucky to get even 
that, with the housing shortage the way 
it was. 

I sat there watching Alison and listen- 
ing, wishing they’d talk about any other 
subject in the world! And I called my- 
self a fool for (Continued on Page 68) 
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os < hhe MONTH O§ July ust 
which most of gs have | tert poking with eager” , 
antfeipation. It % the beginning of the vacation sea- 
son wheg the truly smart person slows down bh vig- ¥. 
orous activities and does his best to take life “easy. 
The opportunity to wear light, casual clothes, to 4 
lounge at swimming pools or beaches, to eat out of 
doors —these are the lures that have sustained most 
of us through a rigorous wintef. Fresh frufts and 
vegetables flood the market and lend themselves to 
hasty meal preparation. This is the time for frosty. 
cooling drinks and easy, relaxed living. 





AODERN HOME 


ae 





ng room of the Count Basie home is done in subdued tones of beige and green. A semi-circular couch curves around a circular, 
topped coffee table. Instead of a baby grand, the Count has a Hammond organ which he and his wife play for relaxation. 


Harmony In Musician’s Home 


us suburban home of the Basies nestles snugly amidst trim HE COUNT BASIE home in the fashionable St. 
ry and trees. The outside construction is made up of a combi- Albans district of Long Island, New York, is a 
ution of red brick, colorful lathed stucco and natural stone. familiar show place in the community. Mrs. Basie, 
the famous band leader’s wife, is very active in 
social and civic affairs but always finds time to 
look after her home. She is an excellent home- 
maker and proudly admits that not long ago she 
was named “cook of the month” in Long Island. 

Not only is she a skillful culinary artist, but she 
is also adept at sewing, having made most of the 
draperies and coverlets in her home. The Basie 
home is a comfortable place to live in and every- 
thing is well-organized for harmonious living. A 
special joy to any homemaker—and Mrs. Basie is 
no exception—is the electrically equipped kitchen 





that minimizes working hours. 

Three rooms on the top floor include a guest 
room, a large modern master bedroom and the 
child’s room. The basement play room is smartly 
decorated with wood paneling and can be used for 
entertaining. However, Mrs. Basie prefers to use 
her spacious living room for parties and get to- 
gethers. Between road trips, the Count claims the 





basement as his favorite hangout. 


OEE ime 





Rustic, book-lined fireplace in living room shows part of the Basie 
book collection. Modern, comfortable chairs make relaxing a 
pleasure. Fireplace accessories are of polished bronze. 


Step-saving electric kitchen is equipped with latest gadgets to make 
meal preparation easy. Sink is stainless steel and wall paper has 
red and green figures. Linoleum is beige and red. 


— 


Pale blue carpeting in dining room shows to best advantage 
the modern glass table and barrel-backed chairs. Chairs are 
upholstered in yellow fabric, blend with muted green walls. 


Criss-cross organdy curtains frame large window to make the 
tiny breakfast nook a bright and cheerful place. Chairs are 
upholstered in green leather to harmonize with soft green walls. 











FASHION 


Vacation 
Togs For 
The Family 


EAL VACATION fun for the whole 

family calls for careful planning, 
not only of the vacation itinerary, but 
of the vacation wardrobe as well. Leave 
the frills and ruffles at home and pack 
clothes that will take to the rough, casual 
life. 

Hopping from town to town along the 
travel route means that clothes must 
withstand lots of wear. Choose multi-pur- 
pose outfits that can be worn as inter- 
changeables. Include skirts and blouses 
for the girls who like to “pretty up” for 
special occasions. Each child should take 
at least two or three pairs of sturdy jeans 
or shorts along with matching shirts. 

Parents, too, would be wise to invest 
in several pairs of slacks or shorts. Don’t 
let the fear of “looking right” spoil va- 
cation fun. Cut washing and ironing 
problems to a minimum by packing 
wrinkle-resistant clothes of dacron or 
nylon that can quickly be restored to 
their original appearance. 


“Squaw dress” of bright crinkled cotton 
has rows of brilliant rickrack trimming. 
By Joseph Love, price $5.95. 


c aD 


A trio of cowboys wear “western wranglers,” with tight-fitting plaid denim shirts. By & 
Blue Bell, father’s jeans are $3.60, shirt, $4.29; little sister’s jeans, $2.79, shirt, $2.89; 
little brother’s jeans, $1.98, shirt, $2.89. & 


Pedal pushers are bright red cotton twill 
with print laces and blouses are cotton 
print. Outfits by Sally Togs at $1.89 each. 


Bright denim shorts boast white terry cloth Sh 
trim. Button-front jacket has two pockets. § 
By Sally Togs, shorts $1; jacket $1.98, 





+ 


Perky pedal pushers in pale pink denim, feature white rickrack Mother-daughter “Sally Girl” two-piece outfits in white poplin 
mwers along pants legs. By Sally Togs, mother’s suit $2.98; are appliqued with bright doll figures. Mother's outfit $5.95; 
daughter’s $2.50. daughter's $2.50. 


Mother’s vacation outfit features comfortable black cotton 
poplin Toreador pants with white lacing and trim. By Sally 
Togs, price $2.98. 












CHILD CARE 


Sharing 
With Your 
Children 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics, 
Northwestern University 


“ I, MOM,” SHOUTED Ralph as he 
bounded through the kitchen 
loor, almost bowling over Mrs. Nixon 
n the process—“we’re going to play 
ops and robbers down on the corner lot 
ind the gang’s waiting for me because 
I’m chief of police.” 

A quick dash upstairs and in a matter 

f seconds, Ralph came bounding down 
igain with all of the paraphernalia re- 
juired by his position in his own world 
of make-believe. “Be back in time for 
supper,” he called over his shoulder as 
he darted out of the door and headed for 
he community playground a_ block 
way. 

Mrs. Nixon shook her head as she 
walked to the window just in time to 
see her offspring disappear around the 
orner. It seemed that just three short 
ears ago, Ralph was a baby at her knee, 
ut now he was beginning to grow up,— 

grow away from her a little and be 
ubject to some of the pressures of an 
adult world. 

It would be fully two hours before 
irs. Nixon saw her son again and she 
knew that it wouldn’t be long after sup- 
er that she would have to be hustling 

m off to bed and turning a deaf ear 

his chronic plea that he be allowed 
o stay up “just a little longer” to look 
t one of the evening television shows. 

Already, Ralph was being subjected to 
the pressures of regimentation. Now that 
e was in the second grade, he had to get 
p on time, be ready to leave for school 
n time, be sure to come home on time 
1d, in between, address himself to the 
omplexities of handling his first real 
«periences in social relationships. 




















































Setting the table and pouring out the breakfast orange juice can be an important 
household assignment for a growing youngster. 


Within a few days, school will be clos- 
ing for the summer vacation. Ralph will 
need it although Mrs. Nixon, like most 
mothers, probably wishes that her boy 
could stay in school just a little longer— 
for personal and entirely selfish reasons. 
It may be a vacation for Ralph, she prob- 
ably says to herself, but her vacation 
days won’t roll around until he is back 
in school, come next September. 

Actually, however, Mrs. Nixon and the 
thousands of mothers in her same situa- 
tion—mothers with school-age children 
—should welcome the coming of the 
vacation period as a time in which to 
become re-acquainted with her child or 
children. Vacation time should be a time 
when parents, particularly mothers, can 
make friends all over again with their 
children and share experiences with 
them. 

Family planning, important at all 





times, is even more important when va- 
cation comes. It can start informally at 
meal or bedtime and wind up with a 
regular family council where rules can 
be formulated and actually written down. 

Writing things down has a way of 
giving weight to everybody’s opinion 
and children will show much greater re- 
spect for their own rules than they will 
for any dicta handed down by adults. 
Once the pattern is established a child 
will find that it is a lot of fun to be 
considered important enough to have his 
opinion sought after and to feel that he 
is making a contribution to the family 
welfare. 

For instance, setting the table and 
pouring out the breakfast orange juice 
can be an important assignment for 
Ralph. If he wants to help with the 
dishes (and some boys do) he should be 
encouraged rather than discouraged for 
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fear that he may break a glass or dish. 
It is the spirit of helping that is im- 
portant, not the actual amount of work 
done. 

For some families, particularly those 
jn suburban or semi-rural areas, garden- 
ing can be a big thing in summer. Giv- 
ing a child his own little plot where he 
can plant his own seeds, cultivate and 
harvest his own crop is a good way to 
develop qualities of initiative and inde- 
pendence. Even in cities, window boxes 
or small porch gardens can be planted. 

While most families cannot go away 
for the entire summer, they can usually 
arrange to spend a day or a weekend 
away from home. Picnics in the country 
or at the seashore or even in a public 
park can be lots of fun. A youngster 
can be of great help in preparing and 
packing the lunch and in helping to pre- 
pare the picnic spot once it has been 
selected. 

It is well to take along a card table 
and at least a couple of blankets. The 
table can be used for food and later can 
be covered with a blanket. The other 
blanket can be spread out on the ground 
and will make a fine place for napping. 

Games in which adults and children 
can join should certainly be provided 
for. If you play cards, checkers or 
dominoes with your children, you will 
find that they will learn a good deal 
about fair play and about good winning 
and losing attitudes that can be taught in 
no other way. 

Another thing to keep in mind is that 
while learning these attitudes of fair play 
and good sportsmanship, the child can 
also learn about sharing his material 
possessions as well as his experiences in 
group living. 

Generosity ranks high on the list of 
human virtues and a generous child or 
adult usually is a lovable personality. 
The very young child, of course, knows 
nothing about selfishness but as he grows 
older, it should not be too difficult to get 
him to understand its meaning. 

Scolding a child for refusing to share 
one of his toys with a playmate doesn’t 
help him to arrive at this understanding 
but rather drives him away from the 
ideal and confuses him. For instance, 
we give a child a toy and tell him that 
itis his. Moments later, we forcibly take 
it from him and give it to one of his play- 
mates, all the while talking sternly about 
“selfishness.” 

Is it any wonder then, that the child 


does not respond as we wish him to? 
What we should do is to drop the word 
“selfishness” from the vocabulary and 
in its place substitute such words as 
“generosity” or “taking turns.” Sooner 
or later, the parent is likely to find that 
he has succeeded in getting the child to 
understand, and, best of all, to cooperate. 

As already pointed out, the parent 
must understand something of the be- 
havior patterns of the average child at 
different age levels. The two-year-old 
has not learned the differences between 
“yours” and “mine” but usually is easily 
diverted. By the time the child is four, 
he is usually able to recognize the 
“rules” and to abide by them. 

But it must be kept in mind that teach- 
ing and learning are gradual processes 
and that results come slowly. The child 
may backslide often, but with patience 
and affection, he can be taught gen- 
erosity. Parents must keep in mind that 
the way they behave in a sharing situa- 
tion is closely observed by the children, 
so they must be sure to set a good ex- 
ample. 

Children also like to put on shows in 
the summer and should be encouraged 
to do so. They will want to dress up in 
adult clothes and while at first they may 
appear very amateurish, they will, if en- 
couraged, be made to feel that they are 
really terrific. 

The more happily-shared experiences 
children in any family can have, the 
better they are able to fight like cats and 
dogs at some other time and not be any 





worse for the experience. This is to be | 


anticipated where there are two or more 
children in a family. 

It is also important to give each child 
during the summer vacation some time 
alone with mother or daddy each day. 
If you have some problem with your 
child, very often this indirect approach 
is the best way to attack it. Sometimes 
an older child in the family needs to 
be given more independence and free- 
dom of choice than parents have been 
giving him throughout the rest of the 
year. 


We don’t need to use the summer to | 


“teach,” but rather use it to “give.” It 


is a good time, too, to teach children | 
to share the things that they may have. | 
The happy days of summer can do a 

lot for cementing family relationships | 


if we'll use them to make friends and 
influence those nearest to our hearts— 
our growing children. 


Bringing 
Up Baby 


HINTS COLLECTED BY 





Uw 
( MOTHER OF 5 ) 


Most first - time mothers © 
and dads are proud as 
peacocks over the new 
arrival. Naturally they 
want to show baby off to 
all and sundry. And right- 
ly so! But wee ones need 
plenty of privacy too, even 
as you and I. So don’t 
wake baby up for exhibi- 
tion purposes. Do try to keep excessive 
handling by doting grandmothers and others 
down to a minimum. 





Hidden treasures. If baby seems to get 
bored with some of his toys from time to 
time, why not snitch a few and stash ’em 
away for a later day? It’s certainly an easy 
way to keep baby supplied with a variety 
of playtime surprises without burdening 
your budget. 





Good short story. Surprising how even 
tiny babies like foods that look good as well 
as taste good. That’s probably why so many 
tots take to the appealing golden color. . 

the natural sun-kissed sweetness of Gerber’s 
Strained Peaches. Made by the folks who 
specialize in baby foods, they’re prepared 
from top-quality fruit, selected for juiciness 
and texture . . . and processed to retain the 
true-to-nature color and flavor baby likes 
. . . the wholesome food values he needs. 


For free copy of “Foods for Baby and 
Mealtime Psychology,” write me at Dept. 
TA7-4, Fremont, Mich. It’s chock full of 
helpful information on the all-important 
business of feeding baby. 





Soothing story. If baby’s having teething 
trouble, here’s a help. Gerber’s Teething 
Biscuits provide truly soothing relief for 
tender gums. Made of wholesome ingred- 
ients, they’re smooth-surfaced and extra- 
hard to give baby the biting satisfaction he 
wants and needs. Individually wrapped in 
cellophane, Gerber’s Teething Biscuits can 
be slipped into pocket or purse when you 
and your darling go visiting. 
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HEALTH 


ALKING ALONG the crowded 

streets of any part of a large city 
you will be more than apt to see some 
one whose skin is turning white. It just 
as likely will be a light complexioned per- 
son as a dark one because the condition 
responsible occurs among all types of 
people no matter what race or color. It 
is just that it is more visible in darker 
skins than lighter ones. 


By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 


Author of “The Biology Of The Negro” 


In the depth of summer, when all skins 
are more or less tanned, the white spots 
In the 
winter when the tan is lost only in those 
whose complexion is naturally dark will 
the white depigmented portions of the 
skin stand out as glaring marks of a 
strange and puzzling disease. In white 
persons one will have to look closely to 


find them. 


are visible even in the fairest. 


Since the cause of vitiligo is unknown, it is impossible to devise a scientific cure for it. 
Every doctor who treats it has his own pet method of attacking it. 
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People Whose Skins Turn White 


This condition in which the natural 
pigment of the skin is lost in some por. 
tion of the body is given the technical 
name of leukoderma. At the outset, let 
it be said that the disease is a harmless 
one. A person with it will live just as 
long as if he did not have it. This may 
or not be comforting to its victims since 
they are not so much disturbed by a 
threat to their health as by the fact that 
they are conspicuously marked as differ. 
ent from their fellow beings. 

Moreover, while its importance is only 
cosmetic those with leukoderma cannot 
go around with a placard informing their 
associates that the condition is innocuous, 
People have a peculiar belief, amounting 
to a superstition, that any skin affection, 
no matter how harmless, is the mark of 
a contagious ailment easily communi- 
cated to anyone in close contact with a 
victim. Perhaps, the belief stems from 
the Biblical story of Lazarus and his 
sores. 

Pigment in the skin or its various parts 
—the hair, eyes, and nails—has a useful 
purpose. It is believed to be a provision 
of nature to protect against the harmful 
effect of the ultraviolet rays of sunlight. 
There is also some reason to believe, uti- 
lizing an analogy to lower animals and 
applying it, of course, to the era when 
mankind lived a very primitive life, that 
skin color afforded a certain protective 
coloration enabling a person to be ob- 
scure in his surroundings to a potential 
enemy. 

At any rate, we know that people living 
in hot climates and where heavy dark 
green vegetation flourishes the skin color 
is dark and in cold climates where the 
sun shines not so brilliantly and where 
snow covers the ground for a large part 
of the year, the skin color is light. 

Every normal skin, even that of the 
blondest blond, contains some pigment 
which is apparent by casual inspection, 
by more cirtical examination under the 
microscope, and by the fact that expo- 
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sure to the sun causes some darkening 
of the skin. The pigment is manufac- 
tured in the form of tiny granules by lit- 
tle cells deep in the skin from elements 
in our food and by a very complicated 
chemical process. 

In dark skins there are many of these 
cells and each cell does more work in 
manufacturing pigment granules. The 
pigment-producing cells, called chroma- 
tophores, are very sensitive to certain 
influences which cause them to produce 
more skin pigment, less skin pigment, or 
none at all. It appears that some cells 
under certain conditions may be affected 
while others will be untouched. It is this 
unusual sensitivity that accounts for the 
phenomenon of the skin turning white. 

Once in a great while, a person is born 
without any pigment in his skin what- 
ever and without the ability of ever form- 
ing pigment. Such a person is called an 
albino and he certainly has a hard way 
togo. An albino clearly proves how im- 
portant skin pigment is however small the 
amount is. The skin of an albino is not 
the color of a natural blond, who after 
all does have some pigment, but it is a 
peculiar unnatural pink color which 
comes from the blood circulating under 
the transparent top layers of the skin. 
The eyes are pink and albinos are very 
sensitive to light. They are constantly 
blinking and notoriously have very poor 
vision. The hair is tow-colored. 

All other racial features such as texture 
of the hair and the shape of the nose and 
mouth are retained in a normal way. Al- 
binism is an inherited as well as a con- 
genital condition. If a complete albino— 
there may be degrees of albinism—mar- 
ries another complete albino all of their 
children are certain to be albinos because 
there is no source of genes for pigmen- 
tation in the sex cells. 

In fact, some years ago there was a 
newspaper story of the discovery of a 
race of “white Indians” in the wilds of 
South America. Investigation, however, 
disclosed that the “race” was a group of 
albino Indians, ostracized by social cus- 
tom, who intermarried and begot albino 
children. Isolated in a community of 
their own, they increased to give the im- 
pression of a new race. 

A person born with normal pigmenta- 
tion but who later loses it is an entirely 
different story. Normal pigment-produc- 
ing chromatophores are provided in the 
skin but they are either destroyed or their 


work is interrupted for some reason or 
other with the result that the skin changes 
from a state of pigmentation to depig- 
mentation. Doctors call this leukoderma 
(leuko—white; derma—skin) . 

There are two kinds of leukoderma 
with different causes. If you will observe 
carefully you will find that many people 
will change color one way or other where- 
ever the skin is injured. If the skin is 
irritated such as by a burn, by scalding, 
by eczema, or by poison ivy or some 
other irritating substance, the injured 
site, when it heals, most often becomes 
very dark. Doctors call this hyperchro- 
mia. 

On the other hand, some skins, in- 
stead of becoming dark, will turn white 
at the injured area. Or the skins turn 
dark with an edge of white skin border- 
ing the dark part. There are also cer- 
tain generalized diseases that affect the 
skin and provoke localized areas of de- 
pigmentation. 

Generally, there is a great likelihood 
that in the course of time this localized 
pigmentation and depigmentation will 
disappear and the skin become of normal 
color. If the skin injury or irritation has 
been mild, recovery is more likely and 
prompt than after a severe one. 

A more dramatic and specatular form 
of skin pigment loss is known as vitiligo. 
In this condition, a portion of the skin on 
any part of the body may gradually lose 
its color for no apparent reason what- 
ever. The size of the area affected varies 
a great deal. It may begin as small pin- 
head sized spots on the leg and never get 
larger. Or they may start as irregular 
shaped areas on the face and hands. 
Small at first they become larger and 
whiter. Several spots near each other 
may meet and form a much larger spot. 

In one person, the white area attains 
a certain size, small or large, then the 
process stops. In another person the con- 
dition gradually increases until the en- 
tire skin is affected with a small pig- 
mented spot remaining here and there 
to show what the original color was. Oc- 
casionally the edges of the white area 
extend to where there is hair—to the 
scalp, eyebrows, or beard. In this case 
the hair also becomes snow white. 

Naturally, the person with vitiligo anx- 
iously asks a number of questions. Usu- 
ally these are: What causes it? Will I 
turn completely white? Will I ever get 
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baby | 
feeding 


made | easier 





Bottle feeding at its easiest . . . for 
both mother and baby . . . with 
the Davol “Anti-Colic”® Nurser. 
Bright blue ounce-markings insure 
easy, accurate measuring. Special 
square shape makes it easy to hold 
and clean. Famous “Anti-Colic” 
Nipple helps prevent air-colic, 
which means fewer interruptions, 


happier feedings. 








Easier to feed, too! The Davol 
Nurser can actually be “regulated” 

to your baby’s own feeding speed. Just 
loosening or tightening the collar 
controls the flow . . . from fast to slow 
... to suit baby’s natural pace. Adjusts 
with finger-tip ease, yet won't leak. 
Works with thick or thin formula. 











Important P. S. So many mothers 
write to us requesting information 
on baby feeding that Davol 

offers this free, helpful booklet: 
“Baby Feeding Made Easier.” It 
contains complete information on 
baby feeding, formula preparation 
and up-to-date facts on terminal 
sterilization. For your copy, 

just drop a card to Davol Rubber 
Company, Dept. TA-4-7, 
Providence 2, R. I. 






45 





COOKING 


Party Aspic 
6 cups tomato juice simmer. Add 2 pkgs. strawberry gelatin, 2 tbsps. lemon juice, 2 tsps. onion juice, dash of salt and cayenne pepper, 
id well. Chill in quart mold until firm. Serve on green salad leaves with mayonnaise. Accompany with triangle thins, crackers, and 


tzels heaped in a salad bowl. If used in place of a dessert, serve on spiced pineapple rings and add whipped cream to mayonnaise. 


Chocolate-Vanilla Parfait Log Cabins 


» one batch Jell-O chocolate pudding and one batch vanilla Whip % pint heavy cream with 2 thsps. powdered sugar. Fold in 4 tsps. 
O pudding and chill. Chill six parfait glasses and fill alter- each grated orange peel, lemon peel and lemon juice. Spread mixture 
tely with the two mixtures. When glasses are full, top with between graham crackers, sprinkle chopped dates over each layer. Use 
»ed cream and serve. Glasses may be filled first. then chilled, 4 crackers for each cabin. Frost sides with whipped cream mixture, 

if desired. This is an excellent treat for children’s parties. When serving, use % of a cracker for each side of roof. 





Cooling 
Desserts 


HEN SUMMER sun is at its peak 

and energy is at its lowest ebb, 
homemakers, when entertaining, like 
menus that fit the season and surround- 
" ings, both indoors and out. Whether the 
selections are cool, refreshing salads, 
sandwiches or the new favorite casserole 
and chafing dishes, the easy preparation 
and time element are the main factors. 
The days of standing over a hot stove in 
summer are passé. 

Desserts are often the headache of 
the menu, so quick, tasty ones that re- 
quire little time are becoming more and 
more popular. Homemakers are putting 
their freezers to work and turning out 
delectable, cool, tasty menus that whet 
the appetites of summer diners. 


Fruit Refresher 


Prepare 1 pkg. of lime or lemon Jell-O and 
chill until jellied. Beat until mixture resem- 
bles stiffly beaten egg whites. Fold in 1 small 
can crushed pineapple, 1 cup each fresh 
crushed peaches, and whipped cream and chill. 
Serve in dessert dishes. Boats are peach slice, 
toothpick and a bit of paper. 





“Our Nursery School 


has used Carnation 


for 15 Years” 


Mrs. Oneida Cockrell has made a ca- 
reer out of working with parents and 
their children! 

As if supervising the daily activities 
of 75 active youngsters in Chicago's 
Garden Apartments Nursery School 
weren't enough — Mrs. Cockrell is a 
busy member of the Association for 
Childhood Education, the Mayor’s 
Commission on Human Relations, and 
many other civic groups. 

Among Mrs. Cockrell’s many interests 
is cooking. “I like the richer flavor 
Carnation Milk gives every recipe 
that calls for milk,” she says. 

“And because so many of our children 
were Carnation babies, ”Mrs. Cockrell 
adds, “I’m so glad they’re still getting 
the vitamin-enriched goodness of 
Carnation Milk.” 


Discover today the difference Carna- 
tion makes in your foods! 


Mrs. Cockrell says: “Try 
my favorite cream sauce.” 


Creamed vegetables or casseroles are ex- 
tra good with double-rich, always-smooth 
Carnation Cream Sauce! For 2% cups 
sauce, blend 2 tablespoons butter with 
2 tablespoons flour 
and 1 teaspoon 
salt in saucepan 
over low heat. 
Gradually add 

1% cups (1 large 
can) undiluted 
Carnation, stir- 
ring constantly 
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Mrs. Oneida Cockrell 
Director, Garden 
Apartments Nursery 
School, Chicago 


Smooth as smooth can be, that’s 
these youngsters’ verdict of choco- 
late pudding made with Carnation. 
The school dietitian, Mrs. Clark, has 
preferred Carnation for years. 


Mrs. Cockrell loves youngsters! Here 
she is with a nursery-school pupil, 
Harold Woodsen. Her son and three 
grandchildren all were Carnation- 
fed babies, says Mrs. Cockrell. 


After the last child has gone home, 
Mrs. Cockrell takes a few minutes 
for coffee “creamed” with Carnation. 
For breakfast, she likes the rich taste 
of Carnation Milk over cereals. 


i 
Mang re 
s wn © micneasun- none 4 WORLD'S LEADING BRAND OF EVAPORATED MILK 
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General Foods. 


For only a fraction of a cent 


Calumet Baking Powder 


insures baking success! 





















remarkable, new FRONT ZIPPER 


SHAPE-O-LETTE 


nips waist ™ provides uplift 
i slims silhouette — like nothing else can! 





iT} 





goat 


Picking an underfashion isn’t enough anymore 
it must be selected to give you the smooth, 
ew, unbroken silhouette! And anyone can 
have today’s trim, tapered, pencil slim shape 
vith remarkably different SHAPE-O-LETTE. 
ust ZIP for instant FIT! No more stretching, 
straining . . . no more cup pinching . . . no 
ulges, rolls—anywhere! Powerful, all Lastex 
action-back provides firm comfortable sup- 
port without ugly crease marks. Here is an 
ngenious all-in-one that is altogether the 
ason’s most daring, most exciting figure- tiie 
builder. Best of all—sensationally new, wonder- @ oJ 
tting, front-zipper SHAPE-O-LETTE costs little 4. nator bett 
nore than longline bra alone! i | 


1. uphit bra 


WHITE PINK BLUE BLACK 
Acup, 32-36 B cup, 34-48 C cup, 36-42 





— <= a For 

WILCO FASHIONS CO., Dept. TF211 proper 

45 E. 17th St., N. Y. C. fit 

ves! eepene rush your Front-Zip SHAPE-O-LETTE order 

at 5 

uP_____Size____ Ist Celer Cheice___ ana. by bust 
enclose 5.93. Yeu pay postage. © Send size 

°0.5B i will pay postage. 






EXTRA! Smooth heok ‘n’ eye 
front conforms te eny plunge neckline. 
aa lng me Son ateel cal delighted, | may return in 10 days! Adjustable straps included. 
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Peters escerenen-see 


Fruit and Cream Angel Cake 


Hollow center of angel food cake, fill bottom 

with cake cut from top. Whip % pint whip. 

ping cream until stiff and fold in 1 cup drained 

fruit cocktail. Heap in center and garnish with 
remaining fruit. 





Graham Cracker Surprise 
Spread 3 crackers with layer of any cream pie 
filling and layer of whipped cream. Stack them 
and top a fourth cracker with filling and frost 
sides of the “package” with whipped cream. 

Decorate with a bow on top. 





Grapefruit Bavarian 
Heat 1% cups juice from grapefruit segments, 
pour over 1 pkg. lime gelatin, %4 cup sugar 
until dissolved. Chill and fold into mixture | 
tall can milk, stiffly beaten. Put segment 
each glass, Bavarian on top, garnish and ch 
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| Bought 
My Husband 





(Continued from Page 27) 
cried and put Blinkey in a shoe box and 


| with appropriate ceremonies buried her be- 
"hind the garage. 

— Other incidents in my childhood stood | 
out as warnings of impending disaster. I'll | 


never forget the day Daddy brought me a 
little puppy. “Two-Bits” probably had a 
little bit of everything mixed up in his 
family tree but he was the cutest little 
wiggly thing you ever saw. We decided on 
the name after Daddy told us he had 
bought him for a quarter. 

I heaped my love on the little dog and 
he grew to love me. We would romp and 
play together in the back yard—just the 
two of us. I got up one morning, about a 
year after I got “Two-Bits,” and ran down 





to the back yard to say hello to my dog. | 
He was gone. I rushed into the house | 


screaming that someone had stolen “Two- 

Bits.’ Mother just smiled as she assured 

me that she had just seen him across the 

street. 

When I spied him playing with two 
children across the street I was furious. 

I never let him play with other kids, I 
wanted him all for myself. So I called him. 
At the sound of my voice, he broke away 
from the boy and girl he was playing with 
and dashed across to greet. me. He ran 
head-on into a car. 

I was grief stricken but it took a long 
time for me to face up to the fact that if I 
had left my dog alone to play with the 
boy and girl across the street that day, he 
never would have been killed by that car. 

It was this fierce possessiveness, magni- 
fied many times, which now had me sitting 
here forlorn, miserable, wondering whether 
I would ever have my husband back again. 

A look at the electric clock in the court 
room told me that only eleven minutes had 
passed since the jury marched out. The 
handkerchief I had in my hands was 
twisted and wrinkled from the tension in- 
side me which screamed for release. The 
thought of life without Jimmy only re- 
minded me of life with him. It filled me 
with the feverish, desperate hope that we 
could have a chance together again so I 
could studiously avoid the unforgivable 
mistakes | had made in the past. 

Jimmy and I had been dating steadily 
for more than a year when it occurred to 
me that I had better start a little gentle 
nudging if I expected to get him to the 
altar. Except that he was a sharp dresser 
and a man with dreams, Jimmy was just an 
ordinary guy. But I had learned to love 

him deeply. He owned a small shoe shine 
stand on Main street and he treated it like 


Gor Relief trom Itching, Stinging 


Burning of Blackheads 














', 


“IT had suffered with ugly *bumps for 
quite a while. The itching and smart- 
ing really bothered me. Then I tried 
Black and White Ointment. It relieved 
the misery wonderfully. Can’t say too 
much for this grand ointment.” 


Richard Whipper, New York, N.Y. 


GET FAST RELIEF TODAY cases 


stinging burn of eczema, simple ring- 
worm ; eases itch of acne, acts as anti- 
septic dressing to help prevent spread 
of infection. 25¢, 60¢, 85¢. Cleanse skin 
with Black and White Soap. 











Don‘t be 
HALF-SAFE 











It’s easy to be SURE! 





New Vanishing Cream Deodorant Proved 
[Yo TIMES MORE EFFECTIVE in Keeping 
UNDERARMS DRY and ODORLESS 


Rub It In—Rub Odor Out... 


Rub It In—Rub Perspiration Out 


USED DAILY, Arrid gives you a new kind of 
protection from perspiration and odor— 
rubbed-in protection. Arrid, the vanishing 
cream deodorant, now contains magic new 
PERSTOP. Just rub Arrid in—rub odor out. Rub 
Arrid in—rub perspiration out. Rub Arrid in 
daily for this exclusive 5-way protection: 
1. Prevents the appearance of under- 
afm perspiration, with the super-effective 
antiperspirant action of PERSTOP. 

2. Removes odor from perspiration in- 
stantly, surely, on contact. 


3. Gives 1% times more security! 
Doctors’ tests prove Arrid, when used daily, 
is 144 times more effective than any other 
leading deodorant tested. 


4. Safe for clothes. Safe for finest fabrics. 
5.A pure, white, stainless vanishing 
cream. Safe for normal skin. 


men and women 
use ARRID than any 


other deodorant! 
tir 43¢ 


Don‘t be HALF-SAFE. 
Use ARRID to be sure! 
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, “Was I thrilled when they selected 


me as a model waitress! The camera 
close-up test was a success, thanks 
Yes, you can beautify Dean 
your complexion the x 


to Black and White Vanishing 
Cream under my make-up. And 
thanks, too, to the professional 

same way professional model who told me to use it to hold 

models do with Black and ee oe one 

: aria camera perfect.” 

White Vanishing Cream. Satie Finley 

It’s greaseless (can’t 

cause blackheads), actu- 

ally checks skin oiliness, 

Make-up looks fresher, 


New York, New York 
Remove make-up with Black and White 

skin feels softer. 

@ For face powder that 


Cleansing Cream. Also soften skin with 
clings like mist, 








Biack and White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 








lipstick thot stays 

on and on, 

look for the name 
Block and White 











GRAY HAIRS need worry youno more 


Wm. J. Brandt's 
LIQUID 


GM 
Neate anne 











Will cover gray hair in 10 to 30 minutes so that you would not know it ever was gray. It is liquid 
One application with a tooth brush or swab does it. No pack. No mess. 

ANYONE CAN PUT IT ON AT HOME. Yow save time and money! No one will sus- 
pect your hair has been dyed. Leaves it soft and lustrous—no dead color—no streaks—no spots— 
just a uniform color, if properly applied. 

IT WILL NOT RUB OFF! it stays on several months. Shampooing, sea bathing, sun, per- 


manent waving, curling or straightening iron, nothing takes it off. You can cover any gray, no 
matter how stubborn or how caused. BLACK stays BLACK. All colors stay put. 


WONDERFUL FOR TOUCHING UP. You can put it on just where needed. Can be used 
over other dyes or where powdered hennas have been used. Women and men use Eau Denna to 
advantage. 

DOES NOT INTERFERE WITH PERMANENT WAVING. fui! directions in each box 
in English and Spanish. CAUTION: Use as directed on label. Colors: Black, Dark Brown, Medium 
Brown, Light Brown, Drab, Blonde, Auburn. (In ordering, please state color desired. ) Price per 
box $3 cash with order or $3.45 COD (including Federal Tax.) Order thru your Dept. Store, 
Druggist or direct from us. Your Money Back if Not Entirely Satisfied. 


HAIR SPECIALTY CO., Dept. T-/7 
112 East 23rd Street -« New York 10, N.Y. 


Cut this ad out now and save for future reference. 
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it was the biggest and most important bugj. 
ness establishment in Los Angeles. 
I met Jimmy at the Royal Cafe where | 
worked as a waitress. He came in a couple 
of times and I paid special attention to him 
because fellows just don’t drop into the 
Royal dressed in gray tweed pants, blue 
cashmere sports coat, blue suede shoes and 
a hat that leoked like it cost thirty dollars 
Each time he came into the cafe he had op 
a different outfit and looked just as snazzy, 
He always sat at the counter which was 
my station and, after the third visit, he got 
friendly. Pretty soon I was dating him and 
becoming infatuated with the cocky, free. 
spending guy with the million-dollar 
clothes. 
On the first night we went out, I asked 
Jimmy what kind of work he did. 
“T’ve got a business of my own, baby,” 
he said with pride. 
I was duly impressed. 
“What kind?” I asked. 
“T am the sole owner of the Rock ’n 
Rhythm Shine Emporium, the gonest stand 
in the city,” Jimmy said and invited me to 
“inspect the premises.” 
When I saw what he had done to an or. 
dinary shoe shine stand I was taken aback. 
The “Emporium” resembled something 
from out of this world. There were only 
four seats but each was thickly upholstered 
and painted a different color. The “En- 
porium” itself was decorated in bold colors 
and musical notes danced all over the 
walls. A growing photo collection of musi- 
cal greats were framed and hanging on the 
wall. Each was personally autographed to 
Jimmy. He pointed with obvious pride at 
pictures of Duke Ellington, Nat Cole, Ella 
Fitzgerald, Dizzy Gillespie, Charlie Parker 
and several others. 
“I’m shooting for one of the Divine 
next,” he said. Being a waitress and hear- 
ing the juke box in the cafe all day, every 
day, I knew he was referring to Sarah 
Vaughan. Jim’s language was a bit vague 
sometime but as I got to know him, | 
learned to understand what he was saying. 
Next to his shine stand, Jimmy loved 
cars. He was car-crazy. The fact that he 
didn’t earn enough money to own a car 
made him more daffy about the new low- 
slung models which he eyed as adoringly 
as Romeo must have looked at Juliet. 
Despite all his jive talk, his crazy addic- 
tion to clothes and to cars, Jimmy was 4 
sensible and hard working man and I fell 
deeply in love with him. So far as I knew 
I was the only girl he went out with except 
for an occasional date with a very at 
tractive girl who worked in a record store 
next door to his stand. He couldn’t have 
many dates with her because he and I were 
together constantly. 
I tried to draw Jimmy out about this gitl 
but he tossed her off as just a friend. 
“Who? Connie?,” he had said, “she’s 
just a chic who boots me on the new 
platters.” 

We had been to a movie one night when 
I decided the time had come to open mY 
marriage campaign. So I asked Jimmy 
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point blank what his plans were about 
marriage. 

“Sure, baby,” he said, “we’re going to 
get hitched but I’ve got to get the Empori- 
um jumping first.” 

I was pleased that he had said “we” in 
referring to his getting “hitched.” So I 
didn’t push him any further that night. But 
when the Emporium stood still too long to 
suit me, I got after Jimmy again. 

“Jimmy,” I said, “don’t you think it 
would be good if you were settled down 
and had a wife to help you with your busi- 
ness?” 

I was trying to flatter him. Actually, I 
looked down on his shine stand. Though I 
never told him, I secretly wished he would 
find himself a job. 

“In time, Baby, in time,” he answered, 
hunching his shoulders the way men do 
when they want to show off their clothes. 
“It’s never too late to mate, Gate.” 

The way he took it all so lightly in- 
furiated me but I knew it wouldn’t do any 
good to get mad because you just couldn’t 
stay angry with Jimmy Clarke. 


A ND THEN ONE night Jimmy picked 
‘* me up for his annual excursion to 
auto show windows to view the new models. 
He was never more chipper and you would 
have thought he was on his way to buy a 
new car, the way he jabbered on and on 
about them. 

Jimmy’s face fairly glowed with com- 
plete fascination as we stood hand in hand 
before the Peerless Auto show window gaz- 
ing at the gleaming new models. The show 
room was gaily decorated and flags, bunt- 
ing and display advertising lit up the room 
like it was a Christmas tree. 

“Dig that maroon chariot,” Jimmy said 
and I could feel the reverence he held for 
the car by the way he talked so softly, so 
slowly. He had his eyes glued on a flashy, 
maroon convertible with white side wall 
tires, 

“It is pretty, isn’t it?” I said absently. I 
took my hand out of his and rubbed the 
side of my cheek. The germ of a fantastic 
idea was tugging at my brain, trying to get 
through to my conscious self. 

“Pretty?” Jimmy almost exploded. “It’s 
crazy!” 

Crazy was the word for the plan that was 
slowly forming in my mind. Crazy—but it 
might work. If there was any way to get 
Jimmy to marry me, this was it. And I was 
determined to make him my husband. 

We got our eyes full of new cars and I 
was happy to have Jimmy do most of the 
talking when we left the show window be- 
cause I was busy thinking. I kept right on 
thinking when Jimmy kissed me goodnight 
and after I settled myself between two 
white sheets on my bed. The budding idea 
was beginning to sprout and as I lay sleep- 
lessly staring at the ceiling, I studied the 
Plan from every angle. 

Jimmy was car crazy. That was for sure. 
He’d stop dead still on the street and 
Practically wilt when a nifty, new car 
rolled by. I had heard so much from Jimmy 


about cars I had, in a moment of fantasy, 
wished that I was a car so I could claim 
him completely. I believed Jimmy would 
do anything to own that maroon con- 
vertible we had just admired that night. He 
would even marry me and give up what- 
ever he found so rewarding about a bache- 
lor’s life. He would marry me quicker than 
you can say Jackie Robinson, I told my- 
self. And I could give it to him—that 
maroon “chariot,” as Jimmy called it. 

I had saved. a little money. But my ace 
in the hole was the $1500 I had received 
from Dad’s insurance two years ago. I had 
put it in the bank and hadn’t touched it. I 
hadn’t told Jimmy about it either. Many 
times I had started to mention it to him; 
that was just about the only thing I had 
ever held back from him. Now I was over- 
joyed that I had kept it secret. 

I got out of bed and looked at my bank 
book. There was the $1500 which had 
surely gained a little interest. In addition 
I had saved $342. I climbed back in bed 
and let my mind run away with itself. I 
told myself that $1800 was a lot of money 
—a whole lot of money. It could buy me 
just about anything I wanted. I spanked 
myself slightly for even considering using 
this money that came from Dad’s insur- 
ance to trap Jimmy. 

But, I argued, 16 months was a long time 
to have given one man without any assur- 
ance of marriage. I was 25, not the most 
attractive girl in the world and I had com- 
mitted one of the most foolish mistakes 
possible. I had let go of all my male con- 
tacts because I was strictly Jimmy’s girl. 
And then, too, I told myself, there’s that 
girl in the record shop. There was the 
chance that she might come between us 
and I wanted Jimmy for myself—all for 
myself. 

I guess that made up my mind for me. 
It was worth the money I would spend to 
bait Jimmy on. And I knew Jimmy would 
bite at that car I was going to dangle at 
the end of my line. 

The very next night I purposely steered 
Jimmy to the Peerless window again. All 
the glitter and color of the displays were 
still there. And that maroon bait was 
sitting in the same spot. Jimmy caressed 
the car with his eyes as he had the night 
before. He looked at it like it was the 
greatest reward on earth. 

“Man, what I wouldn’t do to own that 
car,” Jimmy said in that half, awe-filled 
whisper. 

He was playing into my hands and I 
didn’t intend to fumble the ball. 

“What wouldn’t you do, Jimmy?” I 
asked, nervously brushing away an in- 
visible wrinkle from my skirt. 

“You name it Kitten,” he said, his eyes 
still on the car. 

I gave it to him straight. 

“Marry me and it'll be your wedding 
gift.” He didn’t know it but a great weight 
fell from my shoulders once I had spoken 
those words. Jimmy thought I was playing 
and joked right along. 

“Well, thank you Mrs. Clarke,” he said. 





Why put up with itching 


SKIN MISERY? 


Don’t let nagging 
distress of ugly 
rashes, ringworm, 
pimples or eczema 
drag you down. 





Discover the wonders of 


SKIN SUCCESS 


Millions, yes millions 
of people have actually 
seen the marvelous re- 
sults brought about by 
Palmer’s Skin Success 
Ointment when their 
skin was troubled and 
upset by those aggravating itches. 


There’s just nothing like it! Because 
only SKIN SUCCESS Ointment gives 
you the full benefit of that great skin- 
prescription formula, scientifically 
tested by a noted doctor. It really 
works wonders! 


So don’t risk letting that distress 
go on for another day. See for your- 
self how fast it helps your itchy, 
troubled skin feel good again! 


Small size only 25¢. Regular 75¢ size 
gives you four times as much. 


COMPLEXION SECRET 


The deep-acting foamy medication of 
gentle SKIN SUCCESS SOAP fights off 
surface skin germs that often cause 
pimples, blackheads and blemishes 


PALMER'S MILB hy OINTMENT 


TO HELP THE SICK 
There’s always a demand—at high pay— 
for those skilled in caring for the sick. 
You can learn in spare time to be a nurse’s 

~™@ aide, practical nurse or infant nurse. Men 
and women, 18-60. High school not required! Physi- 
cians endorse course; graduates get jobs quickly, Easy 
payments; earn as you learn, Trial plan. 55th year 

CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 

Dept. 777, 25 East Jackson Bivd., Chicago 14, Ill. 
Please send me free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages. 
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Dry, Itching Scalp 


BRITTLE HAIR 
Split, Cracking Ends 
Ugly, Loose Dandruff 


Make This Easy Seven Day Test 
Juelene starts to work instantly to pete = 
vent these troubles. You'll be thrill 

» much smoother, softer, longer, thicker and 
; healthier your hair will look after you've 
? made the easy7 days test. Beautiful women 

always have beautiful hair. Don’t be cheated 
of fun, romance by dull, dead-looking hair. 


SEND NO MONEY—Fully Guaranteed 


Don't neglect your hair another minute, send for 
% your New, Juelene, the Doctor’s Formula for your 
hair, right now and let your mirror PROVE the thrilling re- 
sults. Juelene comes in 2 Forms. ( Pomade ()Liquid. SEND 
FOR IT TODAY! €.0.D. Only $1 plus shipping. Government 
charges. (Triple Size only $2.) It is fully guaranteed 
Money back if not delighted. Send for JUELENE TODAY! 


SUEL CO., 1735 W. Sth St., Dept. F-102, Brooklyn 23, N.Y. 
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“You may choose any shack on Hollywood 
Hills—or would you prefer mink?” 

Jimmy hooked his arm in mine, gave his 
dream car a last, loving look and we 
started walking away. After a minute or 
two of silence, I spoke again: 

“Jimmy”. « . 

“Huh?” 

“I’m serious,” I said. 

“About what?” 

“About the wedding gift,” I said, a little 
annoyed that he should be so slow on the 
pick-up. “I'll really buy it for you.” 

He stopped walking, unhooked his arm 
from mine and faced me. He knew me well 
and decided by the look on my face that I 
was serious. He questioned me about the 
money and could hardly believe it when I 
told him how much I had. I thought he was 
going to jump at the chance to own a car 
but he balked. 

“Look, Mellow,” Jimmy said, calling me 
one of a dozen or more nicknames he re- 
served for me, “I guess I want a car more 
than anything else in the world. But, I 
guess I’d better buy my own. Then I'd be 
boss man.” 

I was very surprised that he resisted but 
| decided it would be a mistake to push 
Jimmy. So I gave up—for a while. I was 
right back the next week and the next and 
it looked like I wasn’t going to break him 
down. But I wanted Jimmy and I was de- 
termined to have him. So I did something 
drastic. 

I went ahead and bought the car know- 
ing that I couldn’t drive and if Jimmy con- 
tinued to turn down my offer, I’d be stuck 
with a new car. 

The salesman at Peerless thought I was 
simply passing the time of day at first. But 
when I produced $1500 in cold cash and 
showed him that I had still more in the 
bank, he almost went into bad health 
hurrying to get my signature on the con- 
tract. I bought the car in my own name and 
arranged to have the salesman deliver the 
car to Jimmy’s stand the next day at 
oe 


TMHE WORDS, “two p.m.”, crashed 

against my consciousness and pulled me 
out of the past. I looked around the court- 
room and discovered that a couple had 
entered and taken seats in the rear. I 
looked at the clock. It was 3:17. The jury 
had been out a little more than an hour. 
All the heartache of the present ballooned 
inside me anew and I felt nauseatingly ill. 
I had once heard that the longer :a jury 
took to reach a decision, the better the 
chances were for the prisoner. I clenched 
both fists and closed my eyes to hold back 
the tears. Jim’s smiling face swam into 
view. He was driving the convertible and I 
was at his side. 

He had been surprised beyond descrip- 
tion when the salesman entered the Em- 
porium and handed him the car keys. I had 
slipped into the car before he came out to 
investigate. He found me there smiling. At 
first, he didn’t seem to know whether to be 
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annoyed or angry or happy. He climbed 
inside the car, got behind the wheel and 
the smile came. 

He was a changed man as he put the car 
through the paces in Los Angeles traffic, 
on the Hollywood Freeway and then out on 
the highway. I could see the surging power 
of the car transplanting itself inside Jimmy. 
He acted as though he were master of the 
machine under his control and he made it 
obey his every command. If there is a 
heaven on earth, Jimmy was in his that 
day. 

I didn’t mention the marriage deal until 
he pulled up outside the stand. I had 
thought it all out and I knew I had to win. 

“Tt’s yours, Jimmy, all yours,” I said, 
watching him intently, trying to catch a 
give away expression on his face. 

Jimmy looked away. He looked down at 
the dashboard, fondled the steering wheel. 
He thought for a long time. What ever he 
was fighting inside just wasn’t strong 
enough to combat the lure of the maroon 
convertible. 

“Funny thing,” he finally said, glancing 
at his shine stand and nodding his head in 
that direction, “ye ole Emporium just 
started jumpin’.” 


HAT’S THE way Jimmy accepted my 

strange proposal. We were married in 
city hall. It was a colorless ceremony. But 
I had on a new dress—a maroon one to 
match the new car. Jimmy wore a dark 
suit I had never seen before and looked 
elegant as usual. I couldn’t have been 
happier if ours had been the biggest church 
wedding in town. 

When it was all over we ran to the car 
and took off on the craziest honeymoon you 
ever heard of. For three days we did noth- 
ing but drive. We had no place to go in 
particular so we just drove. Each night we 
stopped at a charming little motel. These 
were the hours Jimmy mastered. These 
were the minutes and the hours that he 
etched in my heart and mind. These were 
the hours of love. 

When the honeymoon was over, I settled 
down with the husband I had bought. I 
had bought him just as certainly as if I 
had gone to a store, told the clerk, “One 
husband, please,” and plunked down $1500. 
But this didn’t worry me at all. I had 
gotten what I wanted and that was all I 
cared about. 

So I set about making Jimmy happy. I 
kept my job but I managed to find plenty 
of time to cook whatever he wanted, put 
dashes of color in our rather plain apart- 
ment, and to try to please him in every way 
I could. He seemed to appreciate these 
little things. He worked as hard at the 
Emporium as he ever had, if not harder. 

We had our first clash when I tried to get 
Jimmy to work just one night a week in- 
stead of three. He was gone all day, every 
day, and I wanted him home with me at 
night. So I told him just that one night, 
about two months after our marriage. 

“Jimmy,” I had said, “why don’t you 


quit working at night or at least work just 
one _ night.” 

He had been reading the newspaper. He 
kept right on reading and answered me 
automatically. 

“Can’t,” was all he said. 

“What do you mean, you can’t?” I shot 
back, getting peeved because Jimmy was 
still engrossed in the newspaper. 

“T mean I can’t,” Jimmy said, pulling the 
paper down from his eyes. “Now leave me 
alone, Louise, will you? I wanna read the 
paper.” 

Anger swelled inside me and I wanted 
to snatch the paper out of Jimmy’s hand 
but I didn’t dare. Instead, I kept needling 
him. I told him he was his own boss and 
could work when he wanted to. I accused 
him of not wanting to stay at home with 
me. I said a lot of things that a bride of 
two months had no business even thinking, 
But it was inside me and had to come out. 

It came out and Jimmy went out. In the 
middle of a verbal tirade which I seemed 
unable to end, Jimmy just slammed the 
paper to the floor, grabbed his hat and 
left. I heard the car start and speed away. 
It was hours later when Jimmy returned. 
I faked sleep when he got into bed. Facing 
him was more’than I could have stood. 

We didn’t mention the spat the next day, 
the next week or the next month for that 
matter. We were especially polite to each 
other and things had just about come back 
to normal when some gnawing discontent 
inside me made me bring up the same sub- 
ject again. 

“Jimmy,” I said, wondering whether an- 
other fight would result, “can you help me 
fix the bathroom linoleum Wednesday 
night?” 

“You know I work Wednesday nights, 
Kitten,” he answered very sweetly. 

I guess I just couldn’t control myself any 
longer. 

“Work, work, work,” I screamed. “That's 
all I hear. Jimmy Clarke, if you don’t start 
spending some time at home, you're not 
going to have a home to come to.” 

I knew I wasn’t being fair. I knew how 
much his stand meant to him. I knew he 
was right when he constantly reminded me 
that it was his business and he had to 
nurse it just like it was a baby. Jimmy 
had given up his membership in the bow: 
ing league so he’d have time to spend with 
me. 

He was very considerate of me when it 
came to the car. He had offered to teach me 
to drive so I could use the car, but I had 
refused. He frequently invited me out to 
dances or parties but I didn’t like his 
friends and I always refused. 

I knew I wasn’t being fair. But I just 
couldn’t bear the thought of a shoe shine 
stand getting my husband’s time when | 
wanted it for myself. 

As usual, Jimmy didn’t fuss back. He 
just got out. That’s the way it went. Id 
fuss and rave and rant. And Jimmy would 
look at me real funny, then leave for a few 
hours. Things gots so bad between us that 
Jimmy forgot our first anniversary. He 
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came home that night and after dinner, 
went into the living room, took off his shoes 
and lost himself in a TV whodunit. I pur- 
posely waited until it was just about time 
for the crime to be solved before I went 
into the room. 

“Know what day this is Jimmy?” It was 
the stock question for wives forgotten by 
their husbands on their anniversaries. In 
return I got the stock answer: 

“Yeah, it’s Tuesday, why? 

His eyes never left the television screen. 
I snapped off the set and again indulged 
myself in a real tantrum. This time I ended 
up by inviting him to leave the house which 
he did promptly. 

I guess hearing him drive away in the 
car 1 had bought was too much for me. If 
I knew Jimmy like I thought I did, he 
would head straight for his shine stand, I 
told myself. So I decided to go right down 
there and get my car. It never occurred to 
me that I couldn’t drive but all of a sud- 
den the car was mine and I wanted it. 

When I got off the bus I felt a pang of 
disappointment. Jimmy’s Rock ’n’ Rhythm 
Shine Emporium was dark. I was about to 
turn back and wait for another bus when 
Ispied the car in front of the record shop, 
next to the stand. Connie’s pretty face 
fashed across my mind and I really got 
mad. I almost ran to the record shop, found 
alight on but a huge shade drawn. How- 
ever, the shade had caught on something 
and was twisted just enough on the left 
side so I could see through. 

What I saw threw me into a rage. Jimmy 
and Connie were dancing about as slow 
as a couple can dance. They were locked 
together. Their lips were united in a kiss 
and her hand was moving teasingly back 
and forth across his shoulder. For just a 
second I couldn’t move. Then anger con- 
sumed me and [| heard myself banging on 
the locked door. 

Jimmy answered. I barged in, slapped 
Jimmy flush on his surprised face and 
spat out some not-so-nice words at Connie. 
Her eyes were wide with fright and I 
thought, even then, that her dyed red hair 
went well with the rest of her. 

Jimmy grabbed me and shook me furi- 
ously, 

“Stop it, stop it, you cheat,” 
at him. 

“Listen you,” Jimmy shouted me down. 
‘Tm sick to death of you. First you nag 
me to death. Now you’re spying on me. 
Can’t you let me be? You’re my wife but 
you don’t own me.” 

lopened my mouth to say something but 
Jimmy was wound up and he kept on talk- 
ing. 

“I let you trick me into marrying you 
and it could have been a good deal but you 
Wanted to wrap too many strings around 
me. You want to squeeze me and squeeze 
me till I choke. Well Jimmy Clarke don’t 
squeeze that easy.” 

He drew back like he was going to hit 
me. But he checked himself. He called Con- 
mle who was backed up in a corner half 


I screamed 














You ll always be his sweetheart 


---If you let lovely haircolor keep 
you young and beautiful 
There’s just no doubt he’ll love 
you more if your hair shines and 
shimmers and feels soft against 
his cheek. Ask at your cosmetic 
counter for Godefroy’s Larieuse 
Hair Coloring in the red box. 
Choose from 18 flattering colors. 


Uolpxy 


> Larieuse 
g < : CiliuKg 
Godefroys Larieuse _ 


GODEFROY MFG. CO. « 3510 OLIVE ST. ¢ ST. LOUIS 3, MO. 
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Big boom now on, Full-Size 
king Outfit is yours on FREE Trial, if you act 
Send no money—just your name and address. 


Dept. 14MP Memphis 2, Tenn. 








BLOOD PRESSURE GAUGE ‘5.9 


For Home Use. Now you can 
check your own condition daily 
and in the privacy of your 
home because it’s easy to op- 
erate this reliable Mercury 
Gauge without assistance! A 
manual tells you how to test 
blood pressure and what to do 
to avoid or reduce the damag- 
ing effects of high blood pres- 
sure. You can count on years 
of dependable service from this 
apparatus and remember, two 
pressure readings alone are 
worth the cost of the entire outfit. Everything 
you will need is sent prepaid for just $5.98. 
Don’t wait! Write today to 

JOY SPECIALTY COMPANY, Dept. No. 7 
2320 West Hubbard Street Chicago 12, Il. 

No C.O.D. shipments. Free circular available. 

















EASY TO LEARN AT HOME 
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ing Plan, welcomed by doctors, prepares you 
for experience—at homein spare time. — 
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NEEDED. Ages 18 to 55 accepted. Nurses 
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2525S Sheffield Ave., Desk EX-38, Chicago 14, Ill. 
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The way thousands of 
physicians and dentists recommend 


HERE’S WHY ... Anacin is like a doctor's 
prescription. That is, Anacin contains not 
just one but a combination of medically 
proved active ingredients. No other prod- 
uct gives faster, longer-lasting relief from 
pain of headache, neuritis, neuralgia 


than Anacin Tablets. Buy Anacin® today! 
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WATERTOWN, MASS. 


BOX NINE 


FREE FOR ASTHMA 


If you suffer with attacks of Asthma and choke 

und gasp for breath, if restful sleep is difficult 
hes 2use of the struggle to breathe, don’t fail to 
send at once to the Frontier Asthma Company 
for a FREE trial of the FRONTIER ASTHMA 
MEDICINE, a preparation for temporary symp- 
matic relief of paroxysms of Bronchial Asthma. 








No matter where you live or whether you have 
1ith in any medicine under the sun, 

for this free trial. 
FRONTIER ASTHMA Co. 
462 Niacara St. _ 


send today 
It will cost you nothing. 
433-W Frontier Biope. 

__Burrato 1, N. Y. 
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Wonderful, New 
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DOUCHE POWDER 
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LOOKING CLOTHES 


LEARN AT HOME—SPARE TIME 
Fascinating field. Design own ward- 
robe at considerable saving. Gain 
experience designing for others. It 
may lead to thrilling career—even 
a shop of your own some ~~. Basic 

‘learn-by-doing” course under 
guidance of qualified teachers pro- 
vides excellent starting point for a 
career. Send a pA bookl let, ““Ad- 
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sobbing to herself. He took her hand and 
pulled her out of the shop. 

“Slam the door when you leave,” he 
shouted back over his shoulder. I heard 
them get into the car and speed away. 

All the way home, Jimmy’s words 
taunted me. Too many strings, squeeze him 
until I choke him, he had said. Own him, 
he had said. I tried to fight it but I had to 
admit that he was right. 

I hadn’t been in the house an hour when 
the phone rang. I was crying and had to 
use great control to answer the phone. 
When I hung up, I couldn’t cry. The shock 
was too great. Jimmy had turned the car 
over. Connie was dead and Jimmy was in 
a hospital in Pasadena. The car was de- 
molished. 

It took me an hour to get to Pasadena by 
fast taxi. I was trembling when the doctor 
opened the door to Jimmy’s room. He was 
still unconscious. I fell to my knees at his 
bedside. Suddenly I remembered Blinkey, 
my little doll. And I thought about Two- 
Bits, my little puppy. I had destroyed them. 
Had I killed the thing I loved the most—my 
husband? 

When the doctor insisted that I leave, I 
was empty. Everything seemed hopeless. 
Without Jimmy I was lost. I sat in the 
corridor for the rest of the night praying 
that Jimmy would pull through. He did. 
The next morning he came out of the coma. 
They let me inside his room just for a 
moment. Jimmy couldn’t talk but his eyes 
spoke for his lips. They stared at me cold- 
ly, with hatred. And I knew that, though 
my husband was still alive, I had killed any 
love he had had for me. 

The next days were spent in misery. I 
lived in a trance. Whenever I went to visit 
Jimmy at the hospital, he refused to talk 
to me. He hated me through and through. 


DON’T KNOW what dragged me to 

Connie’s funeral. Perhaps I felt the 
need to be near her lifeless body, to ask 
her to forgive me for sending my husband 
reeling to her, for trying to possess my 
husband so completely that I caused that 
horrible accident. There weren’t many 
people at the funeral chapel where the 
services were held. But it was there that I 
learned that Connie left a two-year-old 
baby boy behind. I discovered that she had 
never been married. Apparently some man 
had run out on her. 

This discovery shocked me almost as 
much as the accident itself. Not only had I 
killed the girl, but I had made her little 
baby son an orphan. These thoughts kept 
me awake night after night until finally I 
went to my car insurance agent and made 
arrangements to turn over all money from 
the policy to Connie’s little boy. I felt a 
little better. 

When Jimmy left the hospital, he refused 
to come home. I didn’t see him again for 
almost three weeks—at the opening of his 


trial for manslaughter. He had looked sick 
and weary and afraid. I had started toward 
him to offer him my love again, to try ty 
comfort him. But Jimmy, my husband, had 
kept walking as though I were a complet 
stranger... 

I pulled myself out of the horrible nigh. 
mare I had been reliving when I say 
Jimmy being led by a policeman to his sea 
in the courtroom. I saw that the jury had 
returned and court was about to reopen, 
Everyone stood when Judge Carver ep. 
tered and sat when he sat. 

I could see the side of Jimmy’s face. ] 
was a perfect blank. If he was thinking, jt 
wasn’t registering any emotion. The judge 
asked the jury whether they had reached 
a decision. The foreman stood and said 
“ves.” 

My heartbeat quickened. I swallowed, 
trying to ease my dry mouth. When Jimmy 
stood and faced the bar of justice to hear 
the sentence, the tension was too much for 
me. I stood, too, and immediately fainted, 

The court had cleared, Jimmy was gone 
and an attendant was working over me in 
an anteroom when I came to. Only then did 
I learn that Jimmy had been found guilty 
and sentenced to four years in prison. | 
was heartbroken. I sought out Jimmy’s law. 
yer and asked him if he was going to ap- 
peal. He told me an appeal would be use- 
less. that evidence showed that Jimmy had 
been speeding way over the limit. He was 
lucky to get off with such a light sentence, 
the lawyer said. 

So I began a nerve-wracking period of 
wa'ting and repenting. I was at the prison 
twice every week. At first Jimmy wouldn't 
see me. But somehow, he learned what | 
had done with the insurance money and he 
softened. On the first day we saw each 
other across the funny visiting table, we 
were both full of apologies. Gradually the 
barrier between us faded away and we both 
looked forward to visiting days like chil- 
dren looking forward to Christmas. 

Jimmy served almost three years of his 
sentence. He was freed for good behavior. 
He’s not quite so cocky as he used to be 
and he has no use at all for cars. He's 
working night and day at the Emporium 
which he had to build all over again from 
scratch. He still thinks it’s one of the city’s 
finest business establishments and he’s got 
me agreeing now. Most of his off nights he 
spends at home with me. Occasionally he 
bowls with the boys or takes in a jam 
session at the Varga club. 

He takes me with him sometimes. He al- 
ways invites me but I go along just enough 
to let him know I’m proud to be his wile 
and his date. Otherwise, I’m careful to 
hold Jimmy only by my love for him—not 
by the selfish, grasping possessiveness that 
almost cost me the thing I love beyond all 


else—Jimmy, my husband. 
THE END 
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(Continued from Page 18) 


He’s not very settled or reliable. Besides, 
he'll be going into the service soon—” 

The world crashed down around my ears. 
I sat upright in bed, staring at her wide- 
eyed in the darkness. Phil—going away 
from me? I’d surely die, I thought wildly. 

She pressed me back down on the pillow, 
patted the cover around my shoulders. 
*You’re just a child, Joan. You have years 
and years to find a nice boy and fall in 
love. Meanwhile, I don’t think you should 
see Phil any more. . . .” 

My parents’ word had always been law 
with me. Father, the rector in a small town 
parish, quietly instilled a strict obedience 
in me without being harsh about it. They 
were the best parents in the world and it 
never occurred to me to disobey them, until 
now. But I had to see Phil again. 


| SAW PHIL the next night and the night 
after that, thinking up excuses to get out 
of the house, lying to my parents for the 
first time in my life. 

Phil admitted that he would be going 
into the army soon. He hadn’t wanted to 
bring the subject up and spoil our first 
evening, he explained to me. 

Now I wanted tearfully to squeeze the 
last measure of happiness out of every mo- 
ment we had together. I made him tell me 
about his life and I cried over the struggle 
he’d had when his parents died. Sarah 
Jane’s mother, Mrs. Houston, his aunt, was 
his only relative. 

Once, Sarah Jane talked to me about 
Phil at school. I think my mother and hers 
put her up to it, because there was a thinly 
veiled warning in her words. “Ever see that 
wolf cousin of mine, Joan?” she asked cas- 
ually. 

I shrugged. “I run into him now and 
then,” I answered, trying to keep the anger 
out of my voice. “Why do you call him a 
wolf?” 

She bit into a stick of gum, licked her 
fingers. “Um,” she shrugged, “because he 
is, that’s why. He has quite a reputation 
with the girls—the older girls I mean,” she 
added with a wink. 

I felt like slapping her. That’s the trou- 
ble, everybody was against Phil just be- 
cause he was alone in the world and hav- 
ing to work where he could. They made me 
sick. Couldn’t they see Phil should be 
praised? Not many boys would have the 
courage to get out in the world and make 
their own way as young as he had. 

If I had any secret doubts about Phil, 
they were swept away in a flood of emotion 
every time he took me in his arms. 

The time for his induction was drawing 


near. One night when we parked, he 
slipped a little, cheap wedding band on my 
finger. “Joan, darling,” he whispered in my 
ear, “you’re the sweetest, most precious girl 
in the world. You so clean and pure, so far 
above me I don’t have the right to touch 
you. But—but would you marry me before 
I leave? It would mean so much to me to 
have someone who loves me—a wife wait- 
ing for me when I come back.” 

I touched the tiny band of silver, unable 
to see it clearly for my tears. I nodded, too 
choked to speak. 

“Joan—Joan darling,” he whispered 
brokenly. He pulled me against him almost 
savagely and we clung to each other, 
shaken by a passion that was almost over- 
whelming. 

My breath was coming fast and hard as 
if I’d run a long way. I was weak all over; 
my body was limp with surrender. 

“My sweetheart ... my baby .. .” he 
whispered, kissing me almost frantically. 
“Trust me, darling. I need you so terribly. 
We'll be married before I leave. I promise 
you, darling. .. .” 

I should have been the strong one. I 
knew that even as I was giving myself to 
Phil that night. How many times Mother 
had told me! 

“No matter what a man may say in the 
heat of passion,” Mother had told me one 
night, “down in his heart he still wants the 
girl he marries to come to him clean and 
undefiled.” 

Those words raced over and over in my 
mind. They shouted a warning in my con- 
science. But I turned deaf ears to them and 
then it was too late. We were lying quietly 
in each other’s arms, our passion spent, 
only sweetness remaining—but now it was 
a sweetness tinged with bitterness and 
regret. 

How clearly I knew then the terrible re- 
morse that a girl feels who doesn’t save 
life’s most precious experience for her 
wedding night! Our love, that only a mo- 
ment ago had been so sweet and clean, was 
spoiled now and somehow sordid. 

But surely it wasn’t wrong, I thought 
frantically. We loved each other and Phil 
was going to marry me soon. Please, dear 
God, forgive me if I’ve done wrong, but 
don’t let it ruin our love. 

Was there a subtle change in Phil’s atti- 
tude toward me after that? Fearfully, I 


watched for it, sensitive to his every mood | 


and word. 

He seemed as sweet as ever. Yet, some 
of the wonder, the worship seemed to go 
out of his kisses. They became matter of 
fact. 

What I didn’t know then was that it was 
merely Phil’s true character coming to the 
surface as his induction time drew near. In 
spite of how many times he told me it 
would break his heart to leave me, he was 
really anticipating the change of scenery 
army life would bring. I know that now, as 
I look back and see Phil the way he really 
is, stripped of all the glamor my innocent 
love had given him. 
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I didn’t realize these things about Phil, 
however. until it was much too late. 

The time came when I had to tell Mom 
and Daddy of our wedding plans. I was 
bursting with the wonderful news. My 
whole body was tingling with happiness. 
But I dreaded the moment, too, for I was 
going to have to confess my secret meet- 
ings with Phil. 

How I wish I could erase from my mem- 
ory their stricken faces that night in our 
parlor. I looked around at the familiar ob- 
jects, the old fashioned foot-pedal organ, 
the horsehair sofa, the big family Bible 
with its worn leather cover, trying to draw 
strength from them. Mom and Daddy stood 
there like two strangers, their faces white 
and stiff with shock. 

“But ... you promised you wouldn’t 
see him,” Mom gasped, her trembling 
hand touching her throat. ““You—you’ve 
been lying to us, Joan—” Her voice broke. 

“T love Phil, Mom,” I said, lifting my 
chin. “And he loves me. I had to see him.” 
I pleaded with them, trying to make them 
understand. “Daddy, you and Mom love 
each other. How would you feel if some- 
one said you couldn’t see each other, 
ever er 

Daddy’s face was stern. “Joan, we're 
afraid you’re too young to be sure. Mar- 
riage is a holy institution, a contract you 
sign for life. If this infatuation burns out 
in a few months—” 

“It isn’t infatuation,” I cried. “I love 
Phil. Forever and ever.” The hot tears 
burned my eyes and trickled down my 
checks. 

Their faces were inflexible. How could I 
make them understand? They were my own 
parents. We had always been a team, we 
three, sharing everything. Now we were 
suddenly strangers, miles apart. 

“T have to marry Phil,” I sobbed wildly. 
“He’s going in the Army and I—I have to 
marry him—” 

Daddy’s face suddenly turned ashen. He 
gripped my arm so hard his fingers bruised 
me. “Why do you say you have to marry 


him?” he asked hoarsely. “Joan, you 
haven’t—you didn’t give yourself to this 
9° 


boy .. 

I closed my eyes. My face flushed with 
guilt. Oh, why did I let Phil have me that 
night? An intimacy like that between two 
people should forever remain a sweet secret 
for them only. Dragging it into a family 
scene made it horrible, mundane and 
dirty. 

Mom began crying, half hysterically. 
“My baby ... my little girl.” She sank 
into a chair, twisting the hem of her apron 
between her trembling fingers. “It’s our 
fault,” she sobbed. “We sheltered you too 
much... .” 

“It wasn’t Phil’s fault,” I said miserably. 
“I wanted it that way because I love him. 
And its going to be all right because we’re 
going to be married.” 

Father nodded. He took mother’s hand, 
patting it. “There’s nothing else todo. . . 
now,” he said, trying to comfort her. But 
his voice was old and beaten. 
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I wish I didn’t have to write the next 
part, about the few days that followed 
when I told all my friends at school the 
exciting news. About my dreams and hopes 
and the way I counted the minutes until it 
would be time for the quiet little ceremony 
we lad planned to hold in our parlor. Phil 
had checked his bank account and said we 
had enough money for a two-day honey- 
moon at a hotel in a nearby city. Then he 
would leave for basic training and I would 
return home to wait for him. 


S THE TIME drew near for our wed- 

ding, Phil became more and more 
moody. He seemed annoyed when I kissed 
him. I thought he was only nervous about 
the wedding. I was blind to the restlessness 
in his eyes. 

Then, the morning of our wedding day, 
his note came. I tore it open. Twice, I read 
it, not able to understand the words. Then 
it got all blurry through my tears. I whis- 
pered his name once, brokenly, and fainted. 

Phil had jilted me. My Phil, the boy I 
had given myself to with all the innocence 
and trust of a young girl in love for the 
first time. The note said that he had de- 
cided we’d better wait until he returned 
from the service. 

For a week after the note came. I lay in 
bed in a daze. Mom was sweet to me, but 
I didn’t want her or anyone—only my Phil. 
I whispered his name over and over against 
my tear-soaked pillow. The pounds melted 
off me. Our family doctor gave me a seda- 
tive and said I had to eat. But I only 
wanted to die. What use was there in liv- 
ing without Phil? 

When I got over the first shock of grief, 
there was the humiliation of facing my 
friends at school. Everyone had heard, 
of course, about Phil jilting me. 

Then, a few weeks later, as if I hadn’t 
brought enough sorrow and shame to my 
family, I confirmed my worse fears—I was 
pregnant. 

Daddy wanted to locate Phil and force 
him to marry me, but I refused. If Phil 
didn’t love me enough to want me of his 
own free will I wasn’t going to force him 
into a “shotgun” marriage. 

Only a girl who has gone through it 
knows the shame of bearing an illegitimate 
child in a small town. Phil’s jilting me 
was public gossip, now everyone would 
know he’d seduced me, too. I quit school 
and tried to hide in a shell I built around 
myself. It was the hardest on Mom and 
Daddy. How could they keep their heads 
up in the middle of a small town scandal 
like this? Especially when they were al- 
ways looked upon to set a high standard 
for the rest of the community. A small 
town preacher must keep himself and his 
family above reproach. 

When my son was born, Daddy was 
asked by the congregation to resign. He 
had to leave the town he and Mom liked so 
much and move to a new city. 

My health had been poor ever since Phil 
left me. The baby made me even more 
delicate. Our doctor decided a long rest 


on a warm, sunny beach might build back 
my vitality, so little Phil and I went to visit 
an aunt who lived in a Texas seacoast city, 

I was glad to go to a place where nobody 
knew me, where I could hide with my little 
son and not feel curious stares every time 
I walked down the street. I loved the 
warmth of the sun that seemed to reach al] 
the way to my heart, the golden sands on 
the beaches and the peaceful blue of the 
Gulf surf. 

Most of all, I liked the solitude of the 
wind-swept sand dunes on nearby Padre 
Island. And it was here that Steve came 
into my life one day. ... 

A chance remark of Aunt May’s started 
me exploring this island which lay just of 
the Texas coast. She told me that a cause. 
way had recently been built from the main. 
land to the island and now it was a simple 
matter to drive there. For the main part, 
the island itself was uninhabited and unde. 
veloped. 

A lonely Robinson Crusoe island—it 
sounded intriguing! 

After my first trip to Padre I was fasci- 
nated by it. The endless sweep of snow 
white beaches gradually sloping into the 
aquamarine Gulf took my breath away. 

Mostly, I found a kinship in the utter 
solitude of the island. Sometimes you 
could drive along the flat beach for miles, 
seeing no one except perhaps an occasional 
lonely fisherman. Here was a place where 
I could hide forever from malicious gossip 
and the hurt of the outside world. 

I worked in Aunt May’s real estate office 
long enough to buy a jalopy. Then little 
Phil and I spent our days on Padre, get- 
ting brown as berries. 

My throat felt the old choking sensation 
every time I looked at my son and saw the 
striking resemblance to his daddy. Some- 
times I would catch him up in my arms 
and squeeze my eyes tightly shut to hold 
back the tears. Oh, Phil, my heart would 
cry, | miss you so. 

At first, after he ran out on me, I waited 
for every mail, praying for a letter from 
him. Finally, I resigned myself to the 
truth: our romance had just been an ad- 
venture to Phil. Perhaps he had been sin- 
cere at first, but then his restlessness had 
returned and when it was time to move on 
he wanted to burn all his bridges behind 
him. As Mother had warned me, he was 
a drifter at heart, avoiding any responsibil- 
ity that might tie him down. 

I'd gone through a bitter struggle, when 
I found I was pregnant, to keep from writ- 
ing him. But my stubborn pride won out. 
What kind of marriage would it be if Phil 
had to go through life tied to a wife he had 
married out of a sense of duty? He’d grow 
to hate the sight of me. 

Here, on Padre Island, I began to find 
peace of mind, although I was filled with 
an aching loneliness. 

One morning I was on the beach at the 
edge of the surf, letting the spindrift brush 
my toes. Little Phil was scrambling after 
tiny sea shells that washed in with each 
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wave and eluded him by burrowing in the 
sand. 

“You'll have to go faster than that to 
catch those coquinas, youngster,” a rich 
baritone voice chuckled behind me. 

I whirled around, startled by the voice, 
and found myself looking up at a bronzed 
Adonis. I suppose my heart can be for- 
given for the idiotic way it thumped. Steve 
was the kind of guy who would make any 
woman look twice. 

He was twenty-five that year I met him, 
and he was dressed in ragged trousers 
and tennis shoes. His big chest and shoul- 
ders were burned by the wind and sun. He 
was at least six foot-two. 

Brown eyes crinkling with his friendly 
grin, he said, “Pardon me for givin’ you 
a start, ma’am, but you are sitting in my 
front yard.” He gave a sweeping gesture 
that indicated a driftwood shack perched 
on stilt-like pilings back in the dunes. 
“Name’s Steve Ford,” he added. 

My eyes widened with excitement. “You 
live here on the island?” 

“Can you think of a better place?” he 
asked with a teasing gleam in his eyes. 
Then he squatted beside Phil and took a 
handful of tiny rainbow colored shells out 
of a pocket. “Those coquinas bury them- 
selves too fast when they’re alive, young- 
ster. Here’s some you can play with.” 

Little Phil gave a pleased gurgle and 
pounced on the treasure. 

Imagine, a real live beachcomber. 
handsome, young one, too! 

After that day, Steve, Phil and I became 
inseparable companions. It seemed natural 
when we reached the beach to head for 
Steve’s shack. Steve knew every inch of 
the 131-mile-long island as well as most 
people know their back yards. He took us 
on exploring trips, showing the site of old 
wrecked ships, helped Phil gather sea 
shells and went beachcombing with us 
down at the “Big Shell.” 

On warm evenings we'd build a campfire 
of driftwood under the stars. roast hot dogs 
and toast marshmallows. Steve brought 
out his rusty guitar and sang songs and 
= wonderful stories to Phil, who adored 
im. 


Anda 


[? TOOK QUITE a bit of probing on my 

part to get Steve to talk about himself. 
One night. after we’d known him several 
months, he told me how he came to the 
island. 

“I was in the service,” he said, stretched 
out, looking up at the stars, comfortably 
full of hot dogs. “Got shot up in Korea. 
When they discharged me I was skin and 
bones, not much interested in living. Then 
I stumbled onto this island. Built my 
shack out of wood I found on the beach. 
Got my health back.” 

I was stretched out beside him, still 
dressed in my bathing. suit from a late 
swim. The flickering light played over our 
bodies. Little Phil was sleeping nearby. 
I sighed. and trailed my fingers through 
Steve’s hair, feeling contented and at 
peace with the world. 
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“Are you going to keep living here, 
beachcombing?” I asked drowsily. 

“Um-hmm.” He blushed. “I—I’m writing 
a book, too,” he muttered. 

I came wide awake and propped myself 
up on one elbow. “Why, Steve! I think 
that’s wonderful.” 

“Um-hmmm,” he grunted modestly, con- 
tinuing to look embarrassed. “I’ve always 
had a hankerin’ to be a writer. This seemed 
like a good place to do it.” 

“T want to read your book,” I insisted, 
filled with excitement. “Right now!” 

I pestered him until he reluctantly took 
Phil and me up to his cabin and produced 
his manuscript. By the light of his Cole- 
man lantern I read it, thrilled by every 
word. “It’s fine, Steve,” I exclaimed when 
I’d finally turned the last page. “You're 
going to be a great writer, I—I just know.” 

“T hope so, Joan,” he said soberly. “Be- 
fore I didn’t care too much. But now I sure 
hope so—” 

I glanced up, surprised at the serious 
tone in his usually gay voice. I looked into 
his eyes for a long moment, a growing 
realization filling me with a strange, sweet 
shock. Why, Steve was in love with me! 
The crazy, wonderful guy. I had never 
dreamed his feeling for me was more than 
that of a good friend. 

Even now he didn’t say a word or make 
a move to touch me. Knowing Steve, I 
knew he wouldn’t, not until he had proven 
himself worthy by selling his book. 

I felt sad and mixed up inside. Would 
this mean the end of our light hearted com- 
panionship? I hoped not; I couldn’t bear 
to be lonely again. And yet it wouldn’t be 
fair to let Steve fall in love with me when 
I didn’t love him back. 

I went home that night and lay awake 
for hours. Suppose Steve sold the book 
and asked me to marry him? I still loved 
Phil. And yet Steve filled a great need in 
me. With him, on our beloved island, the 
terrible loneliness was gone. 

Would it be wrong to marry Steve on 
the rebound this way—knowing I may 
never get over loving Phil? The question 
tortured me. 

I'd make Steve a good wife, I argued 
with my conscience. And he would never 
have to know the truth about Phil. Long 
ago, I’d told Steve that I was a widow— 
that little Phil’s father, my husband, was 
dead. Steve would never have to know the 
ugly truth. 

So I reached my selfish, sinful decision. 
And while I did, tortured by my con- 
science, I twisted and turned on my pillow 
and my heart cried, “Oh, Steve, if I’d only 
met you first... .” 

Well, Steve did sell his book a few 
months later and he did ask me to marry 
him. Not in the passionate way Phil had 
made love to me, but with a quiet, tender 
respect, Steve whispered that he loved me 
and wanted me for his wife. “I'll write 
more books, honey. Ill make enough 
money to take care of you and little Phil. 
We'll build a bigger house, here on the 
island.” He caught up my fingers and 
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pressed them to his cheek. “Please say 
you'll marry me, Joan. I love you.” 

If I’d only been frank with Steve about 
my past. There were a thousand doubts in 
my mind, but the fear of loneliness 
brushed them aside. Selfishly. I wanted 
this life on the island and the refuge from 
loneliness Steve could give me. “Yes, 
Steve,” I answered. “I'll marry you.” 

My parents lived too far away to come 
for the wedding, but I wrote them all about 
Steve and promised we’d visit them soon. 
Before we went, I planned to warn them 
not to tell Steve the truth about little 
Phil’s father. I had already sworn Aunt 
May to secrecy. 

On our wedding night I knew I’d made a 
grave mistake. Too much of me still be- 
longed to Phil. I could not give myself 
joyously and completely to Steve the way 
a woman should give herself to her hus- 
band. 

In the darkness, Steve drew me close 
with a smothered cry of gladness, kissing 
me and holding me in his strong arms. 
But even as I answered his kisses my heart 
cried, this is wrong—wrong. You belong 
to Phil. This man has no right to own you. 
You’re being unfaithful to Phil. 

My body stiffened. Steve tried to melt 
the coldness but it was no use. I knew our 
wedding night was a disappointment to 
Steve though he tried not to show it. 

With the money from his first book, 
Steve enlarged and rebuilt the beach cabin 
and I moved out there with him. 

Then he started his new book. When he 
wasn’t working at that we took beach- 
combing trips down the island. But some 
of the old carefree comradeship was miss- 
ing. Steve’s eyes had a look of sadness and 
he would lapse into long periods of silence. 
Poor Steve. 

One night, Steve woke me, shaking my 
arm roughly. “Joan,” he whispered, “you’re 
having a nightmare. You were calling for 
Phil.” 

I sat upright, trembling. Now Steve 
would know my secret! 

“Phil’s all right, darling,” he went on 
soothingly. “He’s sound asleep in his crib.” 

I went limp with relief. Of course, Steve 
had thought it was little Phil I was dream- 
ing about. 

I relaxed against the pillow. In a mo- 
ment Steve’s troubled voice came out of 
the darkness. “Joan,” he whispered halt- 
ingly. “I—I want to ask you something 
and I don’t want you to be angry. Are— 
are you in love with somebody else?” he 
asked bluntly. 

I gasped. Poor Steve; marrying you was 
a selfish mistake. “Of course not, Steve,” 
I lied. And then I buried my face in my 
pillow and wept silently. I hadn’t been able 
to fool him. 

It was one day late in September that 
Steve came driving up to the shack in our 
jalopy. I shall never forget how that day 
was heavy and sultry with the weight of an 
approaching storm. The very air you 
breathed seemed made out of lead. 

“I'm going to take you and little Phil 


into town,” Steve said gravely. “I don’t like 
the looks of the sky. This is just the time 
of year for us to have a nasty Gulf storm,” 

Steve took us to Aunt May’s and then 
drove over to the weather bureau for the 
latest reports. Soon, he was back. “Guess 
we're in for a blow all right,” he told us 
cheerfully. “I’m going to drive back to the 
island and load our things in the car, 4 
good storm will float that beach house clear 
off the island.” 

“Steve, be careful,” I called after him, 
filled with a dread premonition. 

By mid-afternoon, it was dark. The wind 
came in house-shaking gusts. Periodically, 
every few minutes, the radio would advise 
us as to the latest movements of the storm, 

I was pacing around the living room like 
a caged tiger. “Why doesn’t Steve get 
back, Aunt May?” I asked, on the verge of 
tears. 

“For heaven’s sake, child, sit down,” 
Aunt May ordered with gruff kindness, 
“You’re making a nervous wreck out of 
yourself. Don’t you worry about Steve. He 
knows tnat island well enough not to get 
stranded there.” 

“But a thousand things could happen,” | 
insisted. “Maybe he got stuck in the sand 
or the car broke down. He should have 
been back hours ago—” 

The radio interrupted my sentence with 
another report. The storm was moving in- 
land. It looked as if we’d be hit by the full 
center of it. 

“Steve,” I suddenly cried aloud, trem. 
bling all over. I sat in a chair, twisting a 
handkerchief in my icy fingers, staring at 
Aunt May. She was worried, too. I could 
see it now, despite her efforts to cover it 
up. 

“Daddy!” Little Phil suddenly began 
sobbing in the next room. 

I went in there and picked him up. 
“Hush, darling,” I soothed, brushing his 
damp curls. “Daddy will be home soon.” 
Please, dear God, my heart prayed, let that 
be so. 

But he did not come back. The old-fash- 
ioned clock in the hall ticked the minutes 
off steadily. In this kind of gale, the tide 
would soon be so high all traffic would be 
cut off at the causeway. 

Suddenly, I couldn’t stand it another 
minute. With a choked cry, I snatched up 
a jacket and ran out of the house. Blindly, 
I threw myself in Aunt May’s car, got it 
started. I heard her calling from the porch. 
I rolled the window down and _ shouted 
against the lashing force of the gale, “Take 
care of little Phil!” Then I drove as fast a 
I could toward the causeway. 

The rain fell in blinding torrents. Wind 
shook the car and made driving next 0 
impossible. Every car that passed | 
searched with anxious eyes, praying it 
would be our beach jalopy. But none of 
them were. 

They tried to stop me at the entrance of 
the island causeway, but I drove ™ 
through. As I feared, waves were already 
swirling across the causeway in places. ! 
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managed to get the car over and down to 
the beach. What I saw there frightened 
me so I had to bite my lips and grip the 
steering wheel. Our beautiful, peaceful 
blue Gulf had been transformed into a 
raging monster with black waves that 
sucked and roared against the beach. 

“Steve,” I whispered shakily. Somewhere 
up the beach, his car was stuck. Maybe al- 
ready, the climbing tide had trapped him. 
[| wiped the tears out of my eyes as I fought 
to keep the car moving. 


KNEW THAT I would not be able to 

drive much farther. The tide had swept 
all the way back to the dunes, blotting out 
the beach. I was still a quarter of a mile 
from our beach shack and not a sign of 
Steve. 

Then the dreaded moment came. An 
extra high wave splashed over the hood of 
the car and the motor died. Frantically. I 
ground the starter but the motor would not 
catch. It was no use anyway, I thought, as 
I felt the tide sucking around the wheels. 
Every wave was burying the tires in loose 
sand. Even if I got the motor started again 
I was hopelessly stuck. 

I crawled out into the slashing rain and 
howling wind. Stumbling, getting up, drag- 
ging myself by my hands, I managed to 
get out of the water up on a sand dune. 
Here, I had the lost sensation of being en- 
tirely alone in a cold, black universe. 

And then, far up the beach, I saw the 
faint glow of a light. 

“Steve!” I sobbed. 

I don’t remember walking that last dis- 
tance, through the high dunes to our beach 
shack. But, somehow, I got there and 
pounded on the door until Steve opened it 
and I fell into his arms. 

Incredulous shock spread across his 
face. “Joan—baby!” he shouted above the 
roar of the wind. “What are you doing 
here?” 

“Had to—had to come,” I gasped. I was 
crying then, the tears mingling with the 
salt water that had drenched me. “Oh, 
Steve, I was so afraid I’d never see you 
again.” 

The light that came into his eyes when 
I said that made the nightmare trip out 
here worthwhile. 

He took me into the warm shelter of the 
cabin. There; he peeled my wet clothes off 
and rubbed me dry with a big terry cloth. 

I put my hands on his shoulder. “Steve,” 
I said, “why did you stay out here?” 

“Car stuck,” he said. “Right down the 
beach. I decided to ride the storm out here 
and write a first hand account of what it 
was like to have a ring-side seat on a Gulf 
hurricane.” 

“But Steve,” I implored, “you could have 
walked across the dunes and gotten to the 
causeway on foot. You knew I’d be frantic. 
You knew I’d go crazy if anything hap- 
pened to you.” 

He avoided my eyes. “No, Joan,” he said 
quietly, “I didn’t know.” 

There, I had the answer to the silent fear 
that had dogged me all the way out here. 
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Steve hadn’t particularly cared if he got 
to safety or not! 

I read it in his eyes, plainly. “It—it isn’t 
any fun,” he said softly, “being in love with 
somebody who doesn’t love you back. . . .” 

And it was my fault. He loved me so 
much that he hadn’t wanted much to go on 
living because he knew I didn’t love him 
back. How selfish and blind I had been, 
clinging to the memory of a cheap infatu- 
ation, when I had a love like this! 

“Oh, Steve.” I closed my eyes against the 
scalding tears. “I love you, Steve, darling. 
More than anything. More than living. 
Only . .. only I’ve been such a fool.” I 
brushed the tears away with the palm of 
my hand. “Hold me close, darling, because 
[ have so much to tell you and I’m so 
frightened. . . .” I choked. 

Steve held me in his big, strong arms 
while I told him the whole story, brokenly, 
while the wind howled outside and buffeted 
the flimsy shack and the angry water 
swirled around the heavy pilings under us. 

“Now you know everything,” I finished. 
“If—if you still want me after the kind of 
person I’ve been, then please be certain of 
one thing, Steve. I love you more than I 
ever dreamed of loving Phil.” 

“That’s all I really want to hear,” Steve 


sighed, and the long months of pain went 
out of his eyes and he smiled again. 

Then Steve carried me to our bunk and 
I clung to him gladly, giving at last the 
complete fulfillment of our wonderful love. 
Afterwards, I nestled in the safety of his 
strong arms and we listened to the storm 
outside and prayed together that God 
would let us see the dawn of another day. 

By an act of providence, the center of 
the hurricane missed our part of the island. 
The tides and the wind were bad enough, 
but the little shack rode out the worst the 
storm brought. Had it been built on the 
ground it would have been swept away. But 
Steve built it well, high on rugged timber 
pilings so the waves washed under it. The 
pilings, sunk far down the sand, held. 

Then, at last, the wind quieted and the 
sun came up across a Gulf that had grown 
strangely peaceful as if tired and spent 
after last night’s orgy. 

Steve and I stood in the doorway of our 
beach shack, looking out across the littered 
sands. Steve grinned, “Beachcombing 
ought to be fine today, Joan.” 

“Let’s go see, darling,” I said, with my 
heart singing. 

Hand in hand, we walked down and 
across the smooth while sands. THE END 





Stars and Numbers 
(Continued from Page 5) 


sirable to give serious attention to the kind 
of dreams that stimulate action aimed at 
advancing and developing one’s business 
ind social life so that one will not be a 
mere drifter in the stream of human evolu- 
tion. Birthdays from June 22 to July 22 
can expect to receive the most direct stim- 
uli from the July planet positions. 

This phase will extend to Scorpio and 
Pisces-born persons, also to Taurus and 
Virgo. Capricorn birthdays show uncer- 
tainty and even confusion for those born 
from January 11 to 20. Those born be- 
tween December 23 and 31 are due for a 
rebound in affairs following the Fourth of 
July but should be on guard between the 
23rd and 31st. 

Romance and that irresistible spell of 
heart throbs so delightful to lovers will be 
more in evidence during the first eleven 
days of July, so, young man or young wom- 
an, if you are in this class, let your conduct 
and actions be gauged accordingly. A more 
conservative and less demonstrative love ray 
operates from the 13th on. 

Response is directed more to birthdays 
under Virgo, Scorpio, Capricorn, Taurus 
and Cancer, with a shadow of doubt on 
those born under Pisces. July is not what 
can be termed an impressive month for the 
air and fire signs under Aries, Gemini, Leo, 
Libra, Sagittarius and Aquarius. Many per- 
sons of all signs who have experienced 
some delay or hesitancy in accomplishing 
matters of importance and concern to them, 
can look for the green light after the 17th 
of the month. 

July 4, 5, 10, 18, 24, 25 and 27 are days 
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that are more fortunate for those who have 
selected July as the month for their engage- 
ment or marriage. It is advisable to avoid 
July 7, 14, 15, 16, 21 and 26. July has 
much promise for those planning vacations 
or visits. The love life and conjugal hap- 
piness period of the full moon is July 14 
and 15. Number combinations in the lead 
aré 1, 2 and 7. Number 2 is impressive 
with accent on luck. Other numbers are 2, 
3 and 4; 3, 6 and 9 and 3, 8 and 9. 
Following are selected days for July that 
are considered as being more favorable to 
the 12 signs of the Zodiac: 
Aries: 3, 5, 10, 12, 16, 18, 20, 25, 29. 
Taurus: 4, 5, 13, 18, 21, 22, 28, 31. 
Gemini: 1, 4, 6, 10, 16, 18, 20, 23, 30. 
Cancer: 5, 9, 10, 18, 20, 22, 25, 26, 31. 
Leo: 1, 8, 10, 12, 18, 20, 23, 25, 29. 
Virgo: 4, 10, 15, 18, 20, 22, 25, 28, 31. 
Libra: 1, 4, 6, 12, 16, 18, 20, 24, 28, 30. 
Scorpio: 4, 9, 15, 18, 20, 23, 25, 28, 31. 
Sagittarius: 1, 3, 5, 8, 10, 17, 19, 21, 25, 
29. 
Capricorn: 4, 9, 13, 19, 20, 22, 23, 25, 28. 
Aquarius: 4, 6, 8, 10, 12, 17, 19, 21, 25, 
28. 
Pisces: 4, 9, 13, 15, 18, 23, 25, 27, 28. 
Do you know under which sign of the 
Zodiac you were born? If not, you can get 
this information by sending a self-ad- 
dressed envelope to Helen Sides, Tan, 1820 
South Michigan Ave., Chicago 16. 
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We Couldn’t 
Wait 
(Continued from Page 34) 


Terry hand and foot. Haven’t gotten a lick 
of work done in weeks—and the bills keep 
piling up.” He waved one hand in an 
angry, hopeless gesture. 

But hate that had lived in me for five 
years died forever in a single rush of pity 
when I saw Terry. It took me a moment to 
fully realize that the pale, waxen face on 
the pillow belonged to my sister. Where 
was the coquette, the pretty self-centered 
child? There was the quiet, sober shadow 
of fear in her large eyes, of a person who 
has felt the chill nearness of death. When 
she spoke, her voice was soft and infinitely 
weary. 

“Tt was sweet of you to come all this 
way, Eileen,” she whispered, holding up a 
frail hand. 

I sat on the edge of the bed, and as | 
grasped her hand, a blur of tears stung my 
eyes. She smiled weakly at Jim. “Now 
maybe Jim can get a little work done. I’ve 
been a burden. It’s dreadful, having an 
invalid for a wife, isn’t it, Jim?” 

“Oh, Terry. For God’s sake—” Jim dug 
his fingers into his hair and then savagely 
lit a cigarette. 

I stroked Terry’s hand. “It’s going to 
be fine now, honey. Jim can work and I'll 
take care of you. Soon we’ll have you back 
on your feet, good as new.” 

She smiled a sweet, sad little smile. 

No, she hadn’t changed altogether. She 
still demanded the love, attention and affec- 
tion of everyone around her. When nec- 
essary, she played on her illness to get it. 
There was an endless hunger in her. She 
fed on the people in her life. But I forgave 
her spells of petulance and her petty tyran- 
nies in the face of her dreadful illness. 


HE NEXT DAY T had a long talk with 

young Doctor Sparkman, the heart spe- 
cialist who was treating her. “She has a 
history of a heart damaged by rheumatic 
fever,” he told me gravely. “You're a reg: 
istered nurse, Miss Brady, so I won't pull 
any punches. You know the danger. She 
must have absolute rest, no emotional 
shocks, no physical exertion while we treat 
her.” He got her electrocardiagram charts 
out of a file and showed them to me. 

“‘What—what do you think her chances 
of recovery are?” I asked. And I knew 
before he answered. 

“Maybe,” he said, throwing up his hands. 
“That’s all I can say. Maybe. With care- 
ful, patient nursing she might pull out of 
the worst of this in six months. Or, she 
might go tomorrow. These things are un- 
predictable.” 

I returned to the old, gray two-story 
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house on the hill, to the job of nursing my 

sister, to the torture of being constantly 

near the only man I had ever loved. 

It seemed that our lives and all the im- 
portant things that had ever happened to 
us were wrapped up in that old house my 
father had built over forty years ago. A 
whole parade of memories were hinged on 
the background of its drafty halls, its high- 
ceiling rooms, its banging shutters, its 
awkward gables. 

] remember the summer days when we 
sat on the rambling porch and looked out 
at the brooding hills and listened to the 
secret messages of the whispering pines. 
And the icy winter nights when the dry 
leaves and twigs rattled against the win- 
dows in thundering gusts of wind and the 
foundation creaked. 

In this house, Terry and I were born. 
In this house I played and read books and 
dreamed. Here, my Jim came to see me 
and we talked, my fingers caught up in his, 
and the breathless wonder in my throat. 

Yes, and in this old house I sat alone 
and fought for my sanity after Terry took 
Jim away from me. 

That summer, Jim had come down from 
New York for his health. He was a strug- 
gling young commercial artist who had 
worked himself into a near nervous break- 
down. He was too thin and a lingering 
attack of the flu the winter before had left 
him with a spot on his lung. His doctor 
sent him to the high, crisp air of the North 
Carolina mountains for a complete rest. 

Imagine Jim resting! It was like trying 
to pin down so much quicksilver. I was not 
a registered nurse then— that came later. 
But I worked in old Doctor Taylor’s office, 
and Jim was our favorite and our most 
exasperating patient. 

“I don’t know what I’m going to do with 
that boy, Eileen,” Doctor Taylor would 
growl. “He won’t rest. Well, I can’t be 
bothered if he won’t obey doctor’s orders.” 

But I knew he was bothered. More than 
professional concern, Doctor Taylor felt a 
personal interest in Jim. They used to ar- 
gue politics and modern art by the hour. 
Doctor Taylor liked Jim as much as his 
own son, but he could do nothing with him. 

Finally, I stepped in. I suggested that 
Jim move out of. his boarding house and 
come live with us for a month or two; we 
had plenty of spare bedrooms. Doctor Tay- 
lor pounded on the idea. “You’re a natural 
born nurse, Eileen. If anybody can do any- 
thing with that stubborn young rascal, you 
can. See if you can make him keep regular 
hours and stop prowling around all hours 
of the night like a cat!” 

It started out to be that and nothing 
more. I liked Jim and wanted to help him, 
but there was nothing personal between us. 
Terry was the boy-crazy member of the 
family. I had my share of dates and went to 
school dances, but I’d never had a crush 
on a boy. I’d hardly been kissed. 

As the weeks went by, I found myself 
liking Jim more and more. The only way I 
could keep him quiet was to read to him. I 
was delighted to find he liked books as 


much as I did and together we read and 
talked as Jim rested on the couch. 

“You’re good for me, Eileen,” Jim said. 
“There’s an air of wonderful quiet and 
calm about you.” 

Doctor Taylor was highly pleased with 
Jim’s progress. 

And I—I was falling in love with Jim. 
Every time I saw him, every time our hands 
touched, accidentally, the bursting fullness 
flooded my throat. Never had the hills been 
such a sharp green, never had the sun sunk 
so deeply into my body. Never had I been 
so tall. Sometimes, impulsively, wildly, I 
stood on tiptoes with a glad cry in my 
throat and tried to reach the high ceiling 
of my room. 

The old house gay. Terry flitted 
about like a humming bird, besieged by her 
suitors. 

“T love you, Jim,” I said, the tears trick- 
ling down my cheeks. “I love you—” 

The days passed in a golden haze. We 
went on picnics in the hills. Jim gave me a 
ring that had been his mother’s and kissed 
me reverently. With the giant pines sighing 
over head, and the majesty of the great 
hills around us, Jim told me he loved me, 
too. Together, with tearful happiness, we 
planned our future. 

It was a dream, too wonderful to come 
true. The summer faded and the hills 
turned brown and one evening I came home 
to find mother alone in the shadows of the 
parlor, crying softly. My world came thun- 
dering down around my feet. 

“They’ve gone to New York,” Mother 
whispered. “He’s taken Terry. Eileen, my 
poor dear—” 

There was a letter from Jim. A halting 
thing. filled with his shame and regret and 
his weakness. All her life, Terry had taken 
what pleased her and now she had taken 
Jim. 

Once, Mother had said to me, “What a 
difference between you and Terry. She 
chatters like a magpie and flirts with every- 
thing in pants. You’re twice as good look- 
ing, but Terry dazzles everybody so they 
don’t realize it. You’re deep, Eileen. Quiet 
and deep. People like you feel things 


was 


deeper . and you can_ get hurt 
deeper. “e 
Yes, the hurt went deep, deep. I 


stumbled out of the house, into the growing 
night and the wind tugged at me and the 
dead leaves swirled around my feet. I 
walked blindly all night, hating them both, 
but hating Terry the most, because she had 
known how I felt about Jim. And yet, 
knowing it, she had deliberately worked 
her charm on him behind my back. 

Terry could have any man she wanted. 


She could be as seductive as Eve, and Jim 
was only human. 
I was sick for a long time, poisoned 


with hate and grief. I went away to school 
to study nursing and drowned myself in 
my work. Only once, briefly, had I been 
home, when Mother died. I never heard 
from Terry or Jim again in those five years. 

Now I was back in the old house. I no 
longer hated Terry. It’s hard to keep up a 
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grudge against a broken, sick person over- 
shadowed by death. But I still loved Jim 
as much as ever. It was going to be torture 
for me to be in the same house with him, 
day after day, I knew. 

The first week, I saw little of Jim. He 
was busy in one of the big upstairs bed- 
rooms that he had turned into a studio. I 
spent my time caring for Terry. 

But one night I went out on the porch 
for a breath of fresh air. Jim was there. I 
saw the glow of his cigarette, heard the 
rusty-chain creak of the old swing. 

“Eileen,” he said softly. 

I moved closer to the swing and leaned 
wearily against a post. “It’s a lovely night,” 
I said. 

“Yes.” I could see his lean face bent for- 
ward, studying mine in the darkness. With 
a sudden suffocating feeling, I looked away, 
up at the stars. 

“Eileen—” his voice broke. His cigarette 
flipped over the porch rail in a savage arc. 
I turned slowly and our eyes met and held. 
It was the first time since I’d come that Jim 
looked directly into my eyes. I felt my 
heart begin to pound. 

“Eileen, we have to talk about it,” he 
said abruptly. 

“Jim, t 

“No,” he pressed relentlessly. “We can’t 
go on in the same house with this polite act 
forever. I’ve—I’ve got to talk to you. For 
five years I’ve wanted to talk to you. . 
to tell you—” 

He suddenly got up and caught my hands 
in his. His touch burned my fingers. My 
ears were filled with the steady, quick rush 
of blood. Through it, I heard his words, 
halting, clumsy. “You’re such a fine, sensi- 
tive person, Eileen. I know how you were 
hurt when I eloped with Terry. You don’t 
have to pretend you weren’t. I—I know 
that a girl like you doesn’t give her love 
lightly.” 

“Jim, please—” 

His fingers touched my lips, gently, hush- 
ing them. 

“That letter I wrote.” he said with a tor- 
tured voice. “It was so inadequate. I tried 
a thousand times to write you again, to try 
and explain, but I could never get it into 
words. It—Terry was like a sickness. She 
got in my blood, Eileen. I had to have her. 
I knew I was doing the wrong thing, that I 
was messing up your life and mine both— 
but I. . . had to have her—” 

The thing he was trying to tell me grew 
in me, tremulously at first, like a tiny shim- 
mering gleam in the distance, but expand- 
ing with each pounding heart beat. 

His words went on in their broken, halt- 
ing stream. “If it’s any satisfaction, I’ve 
paid too, Eileen. If I hurt you, I hurt my- 
self a lot worse. She’s shallow—selfish . . .” 








His trembling fingers dug angrily into his 
hair. “You know, Eileen. You’re her sister. 
When I think what I’d had—what I threw 


He stopped abruptly. He lit a cigarette, 
snapping a match furiously under his 
thumb nail. “I’m not asking you to for- 
give me,” he mumbled. “I just had to get 


this out of my system. Your mother wrote 
me a long letter after I eloped with Terry, 
She told me how it broke you up. I had to 
tell you how sorry I am. You’re too fine to 
hurt. so 


HE WENT INTO the house and I was 

alone on the porch with his words ip 
my heart. I closed my eyes and felt the 
warm pressure of tears against the eyelids, 
Had Jim tried to tell me he still loved me? 
Or was I adding meaning to his words out 
of my own desperate longing for him? | 
stifled the hope with a sudden rush of guilt, 
reminding myself of poor Terry, so des. 
perately sick. 

It was even harder, being so near to Jim 
after that. I buried myself in the work of 
nursing Terry, trying to keep too tired to 
think. 

Terry showed a little progress. She knew 
that she had not yet left the shadow of 
death, though, and it sobered her. She was 
more mature in many ways than I had 
ever seen her. In the afternoon, when the 
warm sunlight fell across her bed, she 
would read the old, worn family Bible for 
hours. 

“T can remember,” she said, touching the 
faded leather binding, “how Mother used 
to play the organ in the parlor on Sundays 
and Dad would read to us out of this Bible. 
Remember, Eileen?” 

There was something misty and vague in 
her eyes, as if she had gotten a glimpse of 
something beyond what the rest of us had 
seen. A tenderness I had not felt for my 
sister since we were children flooded 
through me and I sat on the edge of the 
bed and clasped her hand. 

“You ought to read it more often, 
Eileen,” she chided me softly. “You used 
to, regularly.” 

“T—I will, honey. I’ve been so busy—” 
I couldn’t tell her how deep my bitterness 
had been these past five years, even against 
God. I hadn’t touched the old family Bible, 
or gone to church since that day Jim and 
Terry eloped. 

A month passed slowly. Jim and I saw 
each other only at meal times and then we 
kept up the old impersonal pose. We were 
like actors, reading lines from a script 
when we spoke. But I often caught Jim 
looking at me with his deeply brooding 
eyes, and then he looked sharply away. 

Terry was permitted to sit in a chair a 
few hours every day and begin to take a 
careful step or two. It went so slowly. 

Jim worked desperately to keep ahead 
of the mounting bills. He kept his connec- 
tion with a New York advertising firm and 
did art work for them through the mails. 
Also, he did a little free-lance illustrating 
for magazines. It was a hard fight, though. 
He had reverted to his old habit of keeping 
a coffee pot simmering on the stove con- 
stantly, and prowling through the house 
at all hours of the night. His eyes burned 
with a hollow, restless anger. 

But the tension in him was not all be- 
cause of his work or the financial pressure. 
It was growing in both of us and finally it 
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proke the dam one night and Jim took me 
in his arms, kissing me hungrily and he 
whispered that he loved me. 

We were on the porch that night. The 
stars exploded in white flashes and the 
pines sang a great hymn. | clung to Jim, 
forgetting everything, forgetting his wife, 
Terry, a few yards away from us in the 
house. 

“Jim—Jim. . . .” I whispered out of the 
hunger of five years and let him claim my 
mouth again and again. 

“Fileen . . . darling. I’ve never stopped 
loving you. I would have crawled back on 
my knees a thousand times if I would have 
dreamed you’d forgive me and take me 
back—” 

“I forgive you,” I whispered against his 
lips, my own wet from the tears that ran 
down my cheeks. “Yes—and I loved you 
too. Oh, Jim. . . .” 

Then, remembering, I pushed him away. 
“Terry—Jim, Terry—” 

Her name was a sob in my throat. Jim 
plunged his fingers savagely into his hair. 
“She’s always coming between us. Even in 
there, in bed—” 

“We have to be patient,” I pleaded des- 
perately. “We can’t tell her now, Jim. That 
kind of shock—” I turned away from him. 

I heard his voice, muffled. “How much 
longer, Eileen? You’re a nurse. How much 
longer, for God’s sake?” 

“I—I don’t know. Maybe she’ll be better 
in six months or a year. .. .” My voice 
trailed off. 

“Or two years,” Jim grated bitterly. “Or 
never. Maybe for the rest of our lives we 
won't be able to tell her.” 

We were both silent in the face of hope- 
lessness. Terry had won again. 

The days passed and I did not permit 
myself to be alone with Jim again. It 
would be wrong, I knew. He was still an- 
other woman’s husband. And the yearning 
in me was too great to be trusted. 

But out of the bitter loneliness of five 
empty years came the selfish urging, “Take 
what you want, you little fool. That’s what 
Terry did. That’s the only way to have 
what you want.” 

So, blindly, sinfully, I listened to the 
voice and went into Jim’s arms again and 
we found the love that had been lost to 
us for five years. In the afternoons while 
Terry had her nap, I slipped up to Jim’s 
studio, to his eager arms, drowning the 
anguished cry of my conscience with the 
intoxication of his kisses. Jim was mine, 
mine, I cried against the laws of God. He 
should have been mine five years ago. I 
was only taking what belonged to me in 
the first place. 

And then, one afternoon, Terry found us 
together in Jim’s studio. The late after- 
Noon sun slanted through the big bay 
window, across the confusion of Jim’s 
paints and his drawing board. I heard the 
door creak softly. Horror-stricken, I sprang 
out of Jim’s arms and whirled around. 
There was Terry, standing in the doorway, 


stiff-faced, her eyes like two great chunks 
of coal. 

“Terry!” I screamed. 

For a moment, Jim and I were frozen. 

Oh, dear God, if I could ever erase the 
memory of my sister’s face in that moment. 
The incredulous hurt, disbelief, stunned 
shock. 

She took a step into the room and her 
lips moved, but no sound came from them. 
Her hand went slowly to her throat and she 
gasped for breath and then slumped for- 
ward. 

Together, Jim and I carried her to her 
room. Jim telephoned frantically for the 
doctor while I administered what first aid 
I could. I kept a finger on her pulse, 
searching for the thin, irregular thread. I 
watched her fight for breath, saw her lips 
turn blue, and I knew, numbly, that it was 
too late to help her. A moan tore from my 
throat. 

Terry was dead by the time the doctor 
arrived. 

The next day we gave Terry’s body back 
to the red clay of the hills. We stood near 
the graves of my parents and listened to 
the minister’s words while the great shad- 
ows lengthened and the chill crept into 
the air. I began shivering and then I cov- 
ered my face with my hands. “Terry... 
Terry,” I whispered, “I killed you—” 

Jim’s strong arm went around me fierce- 
ly. “Eileen, you’ve got to get a grip on 
yourself. You’re not to blame for what 
happened. You know what the doctor said 
—she might have gone any time. Just 
walking up the stairs... .” 

But another voice inside me drowned out 
Jim’s words. You killed her,” it said. 
“You killed your sister with your sin... .” 

Wide-eyed, I watched them lower Terry’s 
young body into the earth. Forever gone. 
Lovely, alive young girl. Dead and for- 
ever gone. 

You killed her . you killed her. ... 

Jim took me home We packed and left 
the old house as quickly as we could. We 
took the train for New York, but I spoke 
little, looking out of the window, trying 
to see something beside Terry’s casket be- 
ing lowered into the eternal red clay of 
the hills. 

Mother’s words came to me again out of 
the forgotten years. “You’re deep, Eileen. 
Quiet and deep. People like you feel things 
deeper. a 

Jim found a small apartment for us in 
New York and we were married. “Every- 
thing’s going to be all right now, Eileen. 
Let’s try to forget everything bad that hap- 
pened to us and pretend that we’ve just 
met. Terry would want it that way.” 

“No she wouldn’t, Jim,” I said wearily. 
We both knew the truth. Terry had been 
too possessive to have wanted Jim ever to 
belong to anyone else. If, tonight, she 
knew I was in Jim’s arms, she would hate 
us out of all of eternity. 

We had a simple marriage ceremony, 
performed by a justice of the peace. Jim 
took me to a good restaurant, but the food 
stuck in my throat. We went to our little 








—sweeten stomach 
to make them 
laugh and play again! 








YOUNGSTERS LOVE THIS WONDERFUL 
LAXATIVE-STOMACH SWEETENER 











WHEN constipation sours little 
tummies, children sulk and cry— 
often have tantrums—can’t sleep 
or eat right. That’s because sour, 
gassy stomach upset makes them 
feel so miserable. 

That’s why thousands of mothers give 
Syrup of Black-Draught at first sign of 
coated tongue, bad breatb—sluggishness. 
Its wonderful laxative action helps sweeten 
sour stomach, too! Then children laugh 
and play happily again. 

Syrup of Black-Draught contains pure 
vegetable herbs that act thoroughly, 
gently. No harsh griping! Brings comfort- 
ing constipation relief overnight — thus 
helps sweeten sour stomach. Tastes so 
honey-sweet children loveit. Over 
18,000,000 bottles sold. 

Get a bottle of wonderful Syrup of 
Black-Draught at any druggist’s—today! 


ADULTS, TOO! Try regular Black-Draught 
laxative-stomach sweetener for your con- 
stipation. Famous since 1840! In familiar 
Powder or Granulated form...and new, 
easy-to-take Tablets, tool 





WANTED 
Te Be Set To Music 


Submit one or more of best poems 
for tree examination. Any oubject Send 
information. 








IF NATURE SLEEPS 


Take “O.S.R.” If you lack Pep, Energy, Vitality and 
don’t have natural desires for fun and good times, 
if you suffer from aches and pains, coated tongue or 
bad skin, this may be és A fault a. HELP 
NATURE by taking -» an and Vegetable 
tablet, as directed Lo ‘tos life R.-4 Pay postman 
$1.50 for a ant cn of 148 Tablets; or mail only $1.00 
NOW and SAVE 50c. WRITE TODAY 


STANDARD REMEDY COMPANY 
Dept. TC26 Baltimore 2, Maryland 


DRINK 


Can Be Conquered; Are any of your dear ones or your- 
self under the spell of DRINK? If they are and if you 
believe GOD CAN HELP YOU, send your name and 
address for full INFORMATION about our wonderful 
NEW WAY to help you UNDERSTAND and STOP the 
DRINK HABIT either in one you love or in yourself. 
What this is doing for others it can as surely do to 
help YOU! So don’t delay! Just clip this message now 
and mail with your name and address. We will rush 
our wonderful NEW Message to you by AIR MAIL, 
absolutely FREE. Hope House, Desk 5207, Noroton, Conn, 


Big Money For You! 


For Everything Your Heart Desires 








Easy to make $50, $100, —. and 

even more as the resp d and wel 
Heart Representative in your neighborhood. No 
experience needed. Just call on friends in your 
spare time and take their big orders 





for famous Lucky Heart products, 
needed & used in every ily. 
130 qualit ome, beautiful packag- 
ing oe fast orders. Youearn # 
big cash pro’ 


LUCKY HEART CO. 253 VEEAR, wcsnis, rem 





apartment then and our wedding night, but 
that moment I had dreamed and longed for 
so many years turned to ashes in our grasp. 

I could not give myself to Jim willingly, 
freely. Terry’s face kept haunting me out 
of the darkness, her eyes accusing, her lips 
saying, “You took my life, now you have 
stolen my place in my husband’s bed.” 

Jim tried with tender words and kisses 
to melt the frozen core in me. “Eileen,” he 
cried, “you can’t go on brooding this way. 
You'll make yourself sick.” 

“Don’t you understand?” I sobbed fran- 
tically. “We have committed a murder. 
We killed Terry.” 

“Oh, for God’s sake!” Jim cried. He 
threw the covers aside and got out of bed. 
Angrily, he paced the length of the room, 
plunging his long, nervous fingers through 
his hair. “We have to stop thinking like 
this, Eileen, or we'll both go nuts.” Sud- 
denly, he began dressing. Without a word, 
he slammed out of the apartment. He was 
gone for hours. When he returned he 
smelled of liquor and he was stumbling. 
He got into bed and turned away from me 
without a word. 

That was how my married life with Jim 
began. 


] TRIED TO reason it out logically. After 

all, I was a nurse. Terry might have 
died anyway, I tried to tell myself. But it 
was no use. Just as Terry had come be- 
tween Jim and me in life, now she came 
between us in death. . 

Every night I saw Terry’s stricken face 
again. There was no peace for me in Jim’s 
arms. It was as if Jim and I were never 
alone. There was always a third person in 
the room, Terry, watching us accusingly. 

Jim was suffering too, though he kept it 
to himself. I could read it in the haunted 
depths of his blazing eyes, in the lines of 
his drawn face. He felt the same guilt, the 
same tortured self-loathing. 

A thousand times I wished despairingly 
that Jim and I had waited. Because of a 
few moments of stolen, adulterous love 
our marriage was spoiled. All the sweet- 
ness and cleanness was gone now. 

Jim threw himself into his work to get 
his mind off our trouble. He began leaving 
me alone more and more in the apartment. 
\s the months dragged by, he came in later 
and later at night. Some nights he didn’t 
come home at all. 

I let the apartment go to pot. I was 
drinking more and more. It was the only 
way I could get any relief from the mem- 
ory of Terry’s accusing eyes. I neglected 
my own appearance. I hated the lonely 
hush of the apartment. But when I walked 
through the crowds in the streets, I would 
always catch a glimpse of Terry. 

Perhaps I would see her familiar figure 
crossing a street, or the back of her head 
in the next block, or see her just going into 
a doorway. When I ran to catch her, she 
vanished. It had been somebody who 
looked like Terry. 

Sometimes Jim would come in to the 
apartment late and stand beside the win- 
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dow, smoking. “For God’s sake, Eileen,’ 
he’d cry out, “what has happened to us?” 

I'd rush to him and we’d cling together 
for a few minutes, his kisses would wipe 
out the ghost of his dead wife. But in a 
moment she would be back in the room, 
watching us, and I’d begin to cry. I cried 
a lot in those days. 

Jim pleaded with me to go to a psychia- 
trist. I couldn’t bring myself to confess to 
anyone, even a doctor, what I had done. 
But I knew that my mind was beginning 
to crack. I knew it when I began having 
the hallucinations. 

I saw the first one after Jim and I had 
been married nearly a year. I had gone out 
for groceries. On the way I stopped in a 
cocktail lounge for several drinks. I was 
never completely sober any more. 

I came back and let myself into the 
apartment. The door closed behind me 
and then I froze. 

Terry was sitting in the living room. She 
wag wearing a green suit with a white 
blouse. I remember it had always been 
one of her favorites. She had kicked her 
pumps off and she was smoking a cigarette. 
“Hi, Eileen,” she smiled. “Come in and 
sit down. I’m just waiting for my husband, 
Jim, to come home from work... .” 

The groceries slid out of my grasp. I 
dug my fingers into my hair and began 
screaming. A deep well of blackness 
opened around me and I plunged into it, 
screaming. When Jim found me a few 
minutes later, I was on the floor, still 
screaming. 

He sent for a doctor and they gave me 
a sedative and put me to bed. I slept for 
twelve hours and when I awoke, Jim was 
sitting beside my bed. I looked at him 
drowsily, seeing him clearly for the first 
time in months. Poor Jim, he was so thin. 
His. suit needed pressing and his gaunt 
cheeks were covered with a beard stubble. 
He stared at me with hollow, smoldering 
eyes. 

“Jim—” I whispered. 

He moved to the edge of my bed and sat 
there holding my hand. We clung together 
without speaking. .. . 

When I awoke again, it was the next 
morning. Jim was gone and I was alone in 
the silent apartment. Weakly, I got out 
of bed. My face stared back at me from a 
dresser mirror. Pale, thin, eye-shadowed. 
I was sick, dying inside, and it was noth- 
ing a doctor could cure. There is no illness 
more fatal than a diseased conscience that 
eats away at your reason like a cancer. 

Jim took me back to the hills for a com- 
plete rest. The doctor suggested a change. 

At first I shuddered at the thought of 
returning to the scene of the tragedy, but 
then I felt a homesick longing for the old 
gray house with the rambling porch and 
the halls and the funny gables. Perhaps, 
if I went back there where it started, God 
would let me find peace. 

I had not thought about God in many 
years. But as the puffing train wound 
through the hills, I thought more and more 


about the simple faith that had given my 
parents so much joy and peace. 

We did not stay in the big old house, 
We got an apartment in town, but I spent 
most of my time, wandering through the 
hills warm and green with summer again, 
trying to find peace and reason. Often | 
walked near the old home. ; 

One day, I remember, I walked up the 
clay road to where the old house waited 
patiently on the hill. Golden shafts of sun- 
light glanced from the awkward bay win- 
dows. It was ugly and ramshackle and out 
of date. It was like a sweet old woman 
who had grown plain and worn through a 
lifetime of service and more dear to those 
who loved her. 

I let myself in with my key. The long 
hallway was silent. The curved stair rail 
was coated with dust. 

I pulled the great sliding doors open and 
went into the parlor, the old-fashioned 
room with its horsehair sofa, foot pedal 
organ, embroidered mottoes on the wall, 
twelve foot high ceilings. Wearily, I sank 
onto the sofa and sat there alone as the 
afternoon faded. So much had happened 
here! 

I looked around the room which was 
growing dim with approaching twilight. 
My eyes fell on the family Bible with its 
leather worn through in spots by the hands 
of my father and mother—and, yes, Terry. 
Remember how she had read it those weeks 
before she died? 

I picked up the book and caressed it 
with my fingers. Suddenly, I bowed my 
head over it and whispered a prayer, the 
first I had said in many years. I begged 
for forgiveness for my sin of adultery and 
for destroying my sister’s life. The tears 
trickled down my cheeks and fell on the 
time-darkened leather. 

With a sigh, I opened the Bible. I had 
forgotten to enter the date of Terry’s death 
in the family record page. Every birth and 
death in the family was on that page ex- 
cept hers. I must do it, I thought, before 
I forget. 

When I opened the heavy Bible to that 
page, a small square white envelope fell 
into my hands. Surprised, I turned it over. 
There, on the front, in Terry’s unmistak- 
able scrawl, was my name! 

My fingers began trembling so I could 
hardly open the envelope. I took out the 
single sheet of paper and read it in the 
gathering gloom. 

It was dated a week before Terry’s death. 


“Dear Eileen: 

I have tried to talk to you about this, 
but I guess I am a coward when it comes 
to words. I am going to write this note 
to you and put it in the Bible and I 
know you will find it there if I die. You 
see, I have the feeling that I am not 
going to get well. If I die, Eileen, I 
want you to know something. I took Jim 
away from you five years ago, because I 
loved him. He was infatuated with me, 
but he never really loved me. A woman 
knows. It’s been you he loved all these 
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years, Eileen. If you still love him, 
please marry him after I die. I want him 
to be happy and he needs you—and you 
need him. Forgive me for the times I’ve 
hurt you. 
Bless you both, 
Terry.” 


For a long time after I read the note, I 
sat on the floor, stunned. Then the tears 
came in a great purging rush that cleansed 
forever the remorse and terror that had 
lived in me since Terry’s death. She had 
given Jim back to me. 

I know I can never be completely free 
of guilt. For the rest of my life, I will 
wonder whether I was responsible for 
Terry's death. But after finding Terry’s 
note that day, I knew I was freed forever 
to love Jim. Our marriage could live with- 
out the shadow of her hatred. Never again 
would I feel that Terry would despise me 
for marrying Jim. 

Perhaps the shock of actually seeing me 
in Jim’s arms that day had been fatal to 
Terry. Or, perhaps it was just one of those 
terrible coincidences. Perhaps she had felt 
the attack coming on and had gone to us 
for help. I will never know. But I will 
know that wherever Terry is now, she has 
forgiven us. And I know from her letter 
that she has blessed our marriage. 

That late afternoon, I sat with Terry’s 
note crushed to my breast. looking out the 
big window, down the road. I caught sight 
of Jim’s thin, long-legged figure, coming 
toward the house in search of me. “Hurry, 
Jim darling, hurry,” I whispered. “I have 
such wonderful news for you.” 

Then I looked across the hills where the 
sun was sinking in a final savage blaze be- 
hind the pines. I seemed to hear my 
Mother playing the organ faintly, and my 
father’s gentle voice reading the lines from 
the beautiful psalm: 

“1 will lift up mine eyes unto the hills, 

from whence cometh my help... .” 


THE END 





Dearly Beloved 
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find out (although he won’t say it) he 
would like to see me a little darker be- 
cause I am very white. It would be easier 
on both of us if I were darker. 

Could you give me a hint as to what I 
should use? I see some of the white girls 
and they have a very dark skin. I would 
be grateful if you would help me out. 

G. Fronmer 
Dear Miss Fronmer: 

Go ahead and marry this boy if you really 
love him and forget about your skin color. 
Even if you could darken it, the color would 
only be temporary and might be harmful 
to you. Your prospective fiance should real- 
ize that the color of your skin, even if slight- 
ly darkened, wouldn’t change your appear- 
ance too much. I would suggest that you 
use a dark make-up and get a good sun tan, 
but that would only be temporary, too. 


Do Shake 
Dancers 
Make Good 
Wives? 
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something else—that beautiful chocolate 
color they write about. You’re a very good 
little dancer. All this means you're loaded 
with dynamite that might blow you sky 
high. I mean you’ve got everything it takes 
to get yourself into a whole lot of trouble. 
You'll get where you want to get.” 

She told me about the stage door John- 
nies, the slick guys and the pimps who 
make it their business to hang around 
night clubs, theaters and other places 
“sharking” for young, foolish chicks who 
have just started in show business. “When 
you start going around with them,” she 
said, “that’s usually the beginning of your 
troubles. It’s up to you then whether you 
pick and choose who you go out with or 
whether you pass up a lot of temptations 
to concentrate on being an even better 
dancer or whatever else you want to be.” 

At first I told myself, “she’s just talk- 
ing to be heard. She really doesn’t know 
about these things. The guys in her day 
were mostly squares. She didn’t have 
sharp fellows around like we have today 
who know how to show a girl a good time. 
“A girl,” I thought, “hasn’t but one chance 
to have some fun while she’s young and 
that’s right now. When you get older and 
you begin to fade and get fat, the guys 
don’t chase you. You have to chase them.” 

I was pretty sure about things in those 
days. When I went with the Mary Bruce 
Dancers into Mike Todd’s Gay New Or- 
leans Village at the New York World’s 
Fair in 1940, I thought I was sitting on 
top of the world. Fellows were offering to 
take me out almost around the clock. I 
fell in love and out so many times I lost 
track of them. And I was just a little 
giddy-headed chorus girl. 

Things went along until 1941 when 
Teddy Hale came around for me to become 
one of the four Teddyettes. The other 
girls were Bunny Jordan. Doris Garner 
and Honey Bowen. Naomi Price was the 
emcee. My specialty was a jazz toe dance 
because I’ve been a toe dancer ever since 
I can remember. All of us girls had our 
hair dyed a bright, brilliant red. We must 
have looked like something the cat dragged 
in on that tour we made in Rochester and 
upstate New York. 

But the engagement with Teddy led me 
to where I am today. Naomi Price looked 
at me dance one night and when I came 
off, she said, “that toe dance is horrible, 
honey. You’ve got to get sexy and modern. 
You’ve got a set of nice broad hips and 
you're tiny. I got an idea. I’m going to 
turn you into a shake dancer.” 
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Naomi knew what to do. She’s no shake 
dancer herself, but she can sure set rou- 
tines. After four weeks of hard rehearsing, 
she had me ready. 

But by the time I was ready to do a 
single, I left the Teddyettes and that fall 
with the other girls, I joined Naomi and 
Artie Brooks’ unit. We were known as 
the “Sepia Red Heads.” This was my first 
revue in which I did an act and I did my 
shake number in the middle of the show. 
Those who saw me said I was sensational. 
Everywhere we appeared, I got encore after 
encore. And everywhere we went, I ran 
into fellows who like to be alone with 
shake dancers. 


\ 7 HILE I’M NO angel, I value my body 

and my reputation. If I lose either, 
I have long ago come to realize, I cut 
my own throat. So that kept me in check 
for I like to have a good time as much as 
anybody else. But there were so many bad 
examples around for me to take a hint 
from. There was a shake dancer working 
in a Harlem spot who got so wrapped up 
in being what she called the “sexiest” 
woman in show business that she got 
greedy and one night while she was high, 
consented to go to a “party” in Green- 
wich Village. 

A week later, a girl I know came to me 
and said, “Rosebud, what do you think 
L. Q. is doing? You'll never guess.” Be- 
fore I could ask her what L. Q., the shake 
dancer, who was very popular at the time, 
was doing, she went ahead and told me, 
“IT was up in so-and-so’s hotel room last 
night and he had some dirty movies. You 
should have seen L. Q. at ‘work’.? 

I was horrified. “So,” I thought, “that’s 
what is at the end of the line for girls 
who let the idea of sex in shake dancing 
get the better of them! I'll never be that 
foolish or carried away. After all, this 
kind of dancing is what you make it. You 
can be a tramp or you can be an artist. 
I want to be an artist. If I can’t, Pll quit.” 

By this time, I was on my first job as a 
featured performer. This was in 1942 at 
the famous Elks Rendezvous in Harlem 
where Allen Drew was the emcee and 
Louis Jordan was playing tenor saxophone 
in the band. Betty Mays, who later had 
her own orchestra, was dancing in the 
chorus. I went for an audition and Johnny 
Barone, the owner of the place, signed me 
up at $150 a week, more money than I 
had ever dreamed of making. 

Every night there was somebody there 
who wanted to take me out. But I got 
away by saying I lived with my father and 
that he was a mean policeman who once 
arrested three guys for even looking at me. 
This put some of these fellows in their 
place. But others didn’t believe it and I 
had to slap a few in the face. I’ve found 
that most fresh guys can be handled by 
simply ignoring them. The minute you 
start talking to them you get all involved. 

When I first worked a spot in Canada, 
the owner, a Frenchman, offered to put a 
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Cadillac at my door if I would be “nice” 
to him and visit him in his home. I told 
him I’d have my husband pick the car up 
in the morning. This should have gotten 
me fired on the spot, but the owner was 
a good sport and laughed it off. We later 
became the best of friends and I work his 
club at least twice a year at good pay. 

All this sounds as though I’ve been a 
little angel. Not so. I’ve had my love 
affairs. The first was with a childhood 
friend of mine, John White. We lived near 
each other in Brooklyn and for years I 
thought the sun rose and set in him. Dur- 
ing our teens, we often talked about get- 
ting married. We didn’t. John today is 
an office worker in New York. Just a nice 
memory. 

There was another, Herbert Evans, for- 
merly of Chicago, who is a well-known 
lawyer in New York. Herbie is reddish in 
complexion and has freckles. We thought 
we were IT and had a lot of fun while we 
were making the rounds together. He liked 
the same things I did and I suppose we 
would be Mr. and Mrs. right now except 
that I put my career in show business 
ahead of my heart interests. 

It was on the first national tour I ever 
made in September, 1939, that I was really 
on the way to the preacher. The guy was 
Percy Mills, who played saxophone in the 
Snookum Russell orchestra. Snookum was 
the pit band for our show, the famous 
Irvin C. Miller’s Brown Skin Models. Percy 
was a cool one. I fell in love first with 
those wonderful sounds he made with his 
horn when I was doing my specialty and 
then I fell in love with him. 

He was a natural-born lover boy if there 
ever was one. I should have known better 
for Mary Bruce long ago had warned me 
about musicians. They’re swell guys to 
have as buddies, but when you fall in love 
with one and start playing his arrange- 
ments, you’re deep in an interval, that is if 
you know your music. That’s where Percy 
had me. But he loved me, too. I had noth- 
ing to worry about on that account for few 
fellows could be as sweet about everything 
as he was. And, strange as it may seem, 
we didn’t cheat on each other. Inciden- 
tally, this is more or less true of most 
of the professional troupers in show busi- 
ness. When they are in love with those in 
the same line, they’re generally faithful. 

But Percy had to hold his job and the 
Snookum Russell band traveled far too 
much for me. And Percy didn’t want to 
settle in New York because, as he told 
me several times, he was afraid the Big 
Town would swell my head. I last saw 
him in 1941. He was doing all right then. 

My permanent love came into my life 
while I was dancing at the World’s Fair. 
He was a quiet, yet gay chap from Har- 
lem named Al Smith. Nothing fancy about 
him, although he’s good looking and has a 
warm, friendly nature. He dated me sev- 
eral times before I realized I was falling 
in love with him. When I did, I forgot all 
about Percy Mills. Al talked the kind of 


talk they don’t use in show business. Serj. 
ous stuff. Poetry, different types of music, 
paintings, things I realize today that are 
hooked up with the tempo and business of 
living in Manhattan. 

We did the World’s Fair together jn 
snatches and between shows. I felt myelf 
growing in stature as I learned new things 
about life in his company. He never 
seemed to resent my dancing. I mean the 
shake part of it. In fact, I had my most 
enthusiastic rooter in him when he came 
to see the show. 

“There’s nothing wrong or vulgar in 
your dance, Rosebud, that I can see,” he 
still tells me. “I’ve seen a lot of exotic 
and shake dancers work but you're the 
only one who can really move me.” 

Today, I am in a private life, Mrs. Al] 
Smith and the proud, proud mother of 
Leslie Michael, who is four years old, 
That’s what I think about a straight-from. 
the-shoulder guy named Al Smith. 

After my engagement at the Elks’ Ren- 
dezvous, the bottom fell out of the shake 
dancing business. Unemployed wrigglers 
were a dime a dozen. Smalls Paradise 
used one, the Elks’ Rendezvous had one 
and a couple of Harlem dives hired 
dancers, but beyond that there was little 
for a colored shake dancer to do in the 
line of landing a job in a New York spot. 
I retired to keep house and cook for my 
husband. Actually, my doctor told me it 
was a strain on my heart to dance as hard 
as I did and advised that I take a rest. 
This was perfect and sometimes I regret 
that I’m dancing again. But I soon get 
over the feeling for show business will al- 
ways be in my blood. 

When I returned to dancing in 1947, I 
ran into an ugly “color question” right 
in my own race. The producers who 
were doing the shows in the Harlem clubs 
wanted “Creole” type girls in the exotic 
spots, not dark browns like me. On top 
of this, I was turned down on several 
occasions because I am so short. I’m only 
5 ft. 14% inches tall. 

But Willie Bryant saw me work at the 
Caverns in Washington and came back to 
Harlem praising my work to the skies. At 
about that time, Ralph Bastone opened 
his Club 845 in the Bronx as a bigtime 
night spot with a chorus line, name acts 
and a band. Clarence Robinson was the 
producer. Willie sent me up to see him 
for an audition, but Clarence kept me on 
his waiting list for a long time. 

Finally, after much pressure, Clarence 
agreed to put me in his next show, but 
only for a two-week “trial.” My name, I 
will always remember, was so small on the 
marquee, I could hardly read it. I was in 
a cold sweat for the whole week before I 
went on the job. It was the first bigtime 
spot I had been booked into and with all 
the hassle about my size and, yes, my color, 
I didn’t know just how to tackle it. 

Willie Bryant, bless him, was in my 
corner, however. He came to a rehearsal 
and told me, “keep your lip up, kid. You'll 
kill "em once you get out there.” My hus- 
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band. Al, was right there, too, encouraging 
me and patting me on the back when I 
wanted to break down and cry. 

The night I opened, the big room was 
packed and people stood around the walls. 
[have never been so well received as I was 
after my first show at the Club 845 that 
night. Ella Fitzgerald was the star along 
with some other top acts. I think the Berry 
Brothers were in that revue, too. 

One of the newspaper columnists wrote 
in his paper, after watching me, “Rosebud 
Thompson, a tiny bombshell of quivering, 
emotion-stirring flesh, almost shook the 
walls down Friday night in her debut as 
an exotic dancer at Ralph Bastone’s big 
Club 845 in the Bronx. This tantalizing 
tassle tosser has everything. Not since the 
days of Bessie Dudley and Louise (Jota) 
Cook has there been a shake dancer who 
has created such sexy, sensuous gyrations. 
Five foot one-and-a-half-inch Rosebud 
Thompson’s hip movements represent the 
zenith in body control, something hard to 
fnd among modern shake dancers. This 
tiny dancer easily is the best of today’s 
crop of exotic impressionists and that is 
taking in a lot of territory.” 

The next night, the thumbnail picture 
of me on the window card of the 845’s 
bar disappeared. In its place was put a 
full, life-size blowup in color. Two more 
were set up in sandwich form on the side- 
walk outside. The newspapers carried my 
picture and overnight I was made into a 
star. My two week’s “trial” turned into 
seven straight weeks with an option and a 
boost in salary to $350 a week. 

From the 845, I was booked into the 
Apollo Theater with the Louis Jordan 
band. And Louis was “strong” then, what 
with his Move On The Outskirts of Town 
hitting the million mark in record sales. 
The show was held over for two weeks, 
something Mr. Frank Schiffman seldom 
does with any attraction. I was doing six 
and seven shows a day and working in the 
second-from-last spot on the bill. People 
sat through two shows to watch my dance 
for I was inspired. I had been given my 
chance and I was moving up. 

I've worked, of course, all the major 
night club and theater spots on the colored 
show business circuit. I’ve been able to 
earn a nice livelihood which supplements 
my husband’s income as the head bar- 
tender in Ralph Bastone’s famous Palm 
Cafe on 125th Street in Harlem. I’m 
booked, meanwhile, up into 1955. But I 
plan to "get out of dancing not later than 
1957, I want to devote my time to rearing 
leslie Michael. My mother takes care of 
him when I am out of town. 

I know that a mother who has to be 
constantly away from home deprives her 
child of the love and care only a mother 
tan give her. My own mother, Mrs. Ruth 
Thompson, has been the key to my having 
a successful career in show business, for 
Without her, I would never leave my baby 
to go out of town. My grandmother, who 


reared me, lived until 1950. She saw Leslie 
Michael just once before she died. 


HEN I WAS first married, I didn’t 

know the first thing about general 
housework because my grandmother pam- 
pered me so I didn’t have to lift a finger 
around the house. But despite this igno- 
rance, I was willing to learn and I did. 
Al and I live in a beautiful four-room 
apartment in the new Sedgewick Houses 
on University Avenue in the Bronx. It is 
bright, modern and sunny and it is really 
a pleasure to be home and enjoy it. 

Al and I take in shows, 
friends in of nights for pinochle, occa- 
sionally go to formals and other dances. 
That is enough amusement usually for us 
both since Al is meeting people all night 
while on his job at the Palm and my life 
away from home is practically all public. 

I believe most interpretive and exotic 
dancers are more maligned than any others 
because a great number of the girls have 
engaged in practices that border on prosti- 
tution. As I said in the beginning of this 
piece, every girl wearing a G-string isn’t a 
shake dancer. It’s how you handle things. 
I’ve had to slap many fresh guys right in 
the mouth for patting me when I was walk- 
ing from the stage to my dressing room. I 
have refused to work in places where the 
bosses require the chorus girls and the 
principals to drink with the customers. 

This is particularly true of a well-known 
spot in Greenwich Village in New York 
which proudly boasts of its hot Harlem 
show. But I have no quarrel with them 
for doing what they think is best for their 
business. After all, nobody puts a gun 
on you and forces you into such places. 

Shake dancers make just as good moth- 
ers as any other women. I know of several 
who rate high as mothers, despite anything 
people might otherwise say about them. 
Rose Hardaway is a mother. Betty Bris- 
bane, who recently starred at the Club 
Savannah, has two kids. Andrey Arm- 
strong and Wilhelmina (Tondaleyo) Gray 
are all mothers and I understand that 
Dotty Rhodes is a proud grandmother. I 
know most of these dancers and there 
surely must be a number of others who 
have proved that shake dancers make good 
mothers as well as good wives. 

Being an exotic dancer is a_ business 
with me but when I make my exit from 
the club where I’m working at night, I 
forget all about dancing and go home to 
take up the role I love most, being a house- 
wife and a mother. 

During the years Al and I have been 
married we have had no cause or reason 
to get into any arguments about my career 
or for him to come on my job to put an 
obnoxious character in his place. I think 
I can take care of any situation without 
the interference of my husband. He never 
comes around to my job to escort me home. 
I hail a cab and usually go home myself. 

We have had confidence in each other 
and that is the basis for any sound and 
normal marriage. Without this we wouldn’t 


have a few . 
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have stayed together as long as we have. 
I feel proud of my occupation as an exotic 
dancer and have never been ashamed of 
it as my career. 

I like working best at the Celebrity Club 
in Providence, R. I. The owner of that 
club usually has me over to breakfast with 
his wife and they treat an entertainer as a 
member of the family. 

My ambition is to some day get a part 
in a Broadway play since I have some 
dance ideas that I think would take on 
that famous street, ideas which, however, 
aren’t suitable for a night club. 


Al and I have talked about my plans . 


for retiring. We hope to start a dancing 
school when I do somewhere in the South. 
In this way, we figure, we'll be able to 
live a normal home life and I can give 
up this constant grind and hustle and 
bustle of the road. 

I don’t sit and drink with customers. 
I’m usually in my dressing room making 
my own costumes or knitting something 
for Leslie Michael. My biggest extrava- 
gance is long distance phone calls to my 
mother’s house to ask about my boy and 
to my own home to talk to my husband, 
dearest man in the world. THE END 





Hollywood To Harlem 
(Continued from Page 13) 
most of the summer and then she goes 
into rehearsal August 10 for her part as a 
call house madame in Truman Capote’s 
House of Flowers due on Broadway in 
September . . . One of the blues bomb- 
shells of the year was the package Frank 
Brown recently presented at Detroit’s 
famous Graystone Ballroom that headlined 
Tiny Bradshaw’s band, Wynonie (Mr. 
Blues) Harris, Big Maybelle Smith, Bull 
Moose Jackson and band plays Larry 
Darnell. 
000 

Lyllette, the piano playing half of the 
new Slam (bass) Stewart act of Slam and 
Lyllette, is the wife of comedian Bud 
Harris . . . Andy Razaf, dean of Negro 
songwriters, is the most courageous of all 
the afflicted I know. Floored by paralysis 
that permits him but partial use of his 
limbs, Andy’s poems are read on radio 
newscasts, his articles printed in dailies, 
and what he says is widely quoted. He, 
the late Fats Waller and J. C. Johnson 
formed one of the top tunesmith combos 
in the U. S. He can be contacted at 3429 
Country Club Drive, Los Angeles 19. 

Down in Birmingham, my boy, Eddie 
Castleberry, king bee record spinner at 
radio station WEDR, recently placed sec- 
ond in the city-wide disc jockey contest 
sponsored by the Birmingham Post-Herald. 
The winner had to be a gray boy .. . The 
great jazz pianist, Garland Wilson, is back 
in his old haunts in Paris, playing recently 
at the Mars Club, an after hours joint... 
The sickness that has gripped her has put 
composer, pianist Una Mae (Walking By 
the River) Carlisle in room 317 of City 
Hospital in Springfield, Ohio... 

00°90 
Satin-voiced Lonnie Satin returned 

to the DeLisa in Chicago after a 

month of wowing audiences at such 

smart places as Kasee’s in Toledo, 

where he and white comic Frankie 

Seott, and a blonde known as the 

“3-D” girl made up the show. In 

Detroit Lonnie, former Earl Hines 

protégé, sang at Chick’s Show Bar. 

He is on tap for a forthcoming New 

York debut at the Blue Angel... 

Joe Louis finally let Leonard Reed 

go for himself and the Champ 

brought in a smooth cat, Leroy 


o 
oO 


Myers, as his new partner in his 
vaudeville act . . . The interracial 
dance workshop just opened in 
Washington by ex-Mary Bruce in- 
terpretive dancer Ray Sneed, Jr. Ray, 
who was a sensation in Small’s Para- 
dise and other Harlem clubs ten 
years back, has been on the Wash- 
ington scene at the Club Caverns 
and on TV for the last five years 
--- Archie Savage, the dancer is on 
location in Mexico . . . The new Joe 
Houston recordings are smash hits 
among eastern seaboard tenor sax 


fans. 
ans sen 


Latest reports are that chirper Herb 
Jeffries got his wife, kids and belongings 
all bagged up and headed for Europe 
where he plans to stay for a spell... 
Famed pianist and composer Charles 
(Lucky) Roberts may move his famous 
Lucky’s Rendezvous to Chicago if he can 
find the right spot. In New York he ran 
for years the most “odd” of the “gay” 
hangouts with some of the best informal 
singing and piano playing this side of the 
Salzburg Festival . . . Harriet Calloway, 
former bandleader, died recently in Harlem 
and her funeral was well-attended by her 
Negro Actors Guild pals. Harriet wasn’t 
related in any way to Cab Calloway but 
was one of the many girls around during 
her day who made money off the popularity 
of certain bandleaders’ names. 

Remember a chick named Ruth Elling- 
ton? (not Duke’s sister, Ruth) who had 
her own band and let people believe she 
was Duke’s sister until they did something 
to stop her? . . . In Cleveland recently, 
the Club Ebony featured Charlita, a “new 
type” flame dancer plus a new twist among 
the twisters, the Twist Sisters . . . The 
Negro Actors Guild remains the No. 1 or- 
ganization concerned with the meat-bread- 
and-doctor welfare of colored performers. 
Recently I ran an item (in JET Magazine) 
about George Dewey Washington, one of 
the greatest of all our singers, being seri- 
ously ill in Milwaukee General Hospital 
and about old-time piano and song man 
and fight promoter Fred Irvin being in an 
old folks’ convalescent home in Chicago. 
Before the news could get around, Leigh 
Whipper, fine old movie actor and one of 
the real good fellows in show business, had 
a check for $100 in the mails for George 
Dewey and one for $15 for Fred Irvin. 


Too Late 
To Marry ‘“ 
(Continued from Page 36) 


letting her get me like that. 

Then it got too much for me. I got up 
from the sofa and said I had to be going. 

“This is a private party,” I told them. 
“T’ll be seeing you!” 

Jeff laughed. 

“Please stay,” Alison coaxed, “you have 
a part in this wedding too. You'll be best 
man, you know!” 

But it wasn’t a big enough part to suit 
me! All or nothing, I thought. 

“Stop being so doggoned polite!” I said, 
“T’ll see you both later.” And I got out of 
there as quickly as I could. 

I roamed the streets aimlessly for an 
hour or so, wondering where to go all by 
myself. It suddenly dawned on me that 
I’d be losing my buddy. He certainly 
wouldn’t be spending liberty nights with 
me any longer. Fierce resentment gripped 
me as I pictured them together. I couldn't 
lose the thought of those laughing red lips 
and the sweep of that raven hair. 

The next morning Jeff wasn’t in his sack 
and missed roll call. I figured he’d spent 
the night with Alison and was mad think- 
ing about it. Yet I would have covered up 
for him if I could. As it was, he had the 
book thrown at him, and was restricted to 
the base for two weeks! 

“Now what am I going to do!” he fumed, 
when I saw him later that day. “We had 
an appointment with a justice of the peace 
for tomorrow night!” 

I shook my head. 

“Why the devil didn’t you get back here 
last night?” I answered bluntly. “You 
could have waited two days, couldn’t you?” 

He glared at me. 

“Oh, shut up!” he said, walking away. 

Part of me was glad, even though I had 
no right to be. But it was the part of me 
that wanted Alison for myself. What a pal 
I was! What if it happened to me? | 
should sympathize with the guy! 

When I saw him again, he was as glum 
as when we'd barked at each other. 

“You going out tonight?” he asked me. 

“No. Got the eight to twelve watch.” 

“Damn!” he said, turning away. 

“What’s up now?” I asked him. 

“IT just thought maybe you’d run in to 
see Alison and explain everything. | 
couldn’t reach her on the phone.” 

I wanted to see her more than anything 
and hated to pass up the chance. 

“T'll go tomorrow night,” I offered. 

“I’m supposed to get married tomorrow 
night!” he snapped. “She'll be all ready 

” 


He began pacing the floor, and I knew 
nothing I could say would make him feel 
any better. 
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“If I can’t get her on the phone before 
then,” he said finally, “I wish you’d go and 
tell her what’s happened.” 

So I said I would. 

“Tell her I'll see her just as soon as I 

can get out of here,” he told me. “Tell her 
Pn thinking about her.” Then he shrugged 
hopelessly. “Damn the luck!” 

Riding the bus from the base, I wondered 
what else I could say to Alison. All the 
things I wanted to say were out! Well, 
maybe I’d better just give her Jeff's mes- 
sage and leave. 

When I knocked on her door, she opened 
it quickly. 

“Oh,” she said, surprised. “I thought it 
was Jeff.” 

She was all dressed up and looked so 
beautiful I couldn’t take my eyes off her. 

“Sorry to disappoint you,” I said. “But 
he wanted me to come and see how you’re 
doing. He talked to you on the phone to- 
day?” 

“He told the landlady he was restricted,” 
she said. “But I hoped, just the same Pe 

She stopped and looked at me. 

“] wanted to talk things over,” she said. 
“But maybe it’s all for the best this way.” 

I had to know what she meant! 

“All for the best,” I repeated, 
your wedding postponed?” 

She nodded. 

“Maybe I shouldn’t have come here to 
marry Jeff,” she said softly, looking down 
at her hands. “It seemed exciting and ro- 
mantic at the time, but now I wonder 
whether I did the right thing.” 

“Don’t you want to marry him?” I asked. 
I couldn’t help it. It mattered too much 
to me! 

“T don’t know,” she answered. “Did he 
tell you we argued Sunday night?” 

“No,” I admitted. 

It just didn’t make sense—Jeff’s coming 
in at dawn and with his wedding plans 
complete—according to him, yet here was 
Alison so unhappy and uncertain, saying 
they had quarrelled. 

Let her alone, I decided. Let her tell 
you about it if she feels like it. 

“Maybe I should go back home,” she 
said then. 

“Go home?” I said. “You can’t go 
home!” Watch your step, I told myself. 
“Not till you’ve seen Jeff!” I added. 

She seemed so unhappy talking about it. 

“Let’s go out!” I said quickly. “Forget 
your problems for a little while.” 

A slow smile brightened her face. 

“Why, I’d love to go out,” she said. “It’s 
been so lonely here all week.” 

She went to the closet to get her coat 
and I followed to help her. Standing be- 
hind her I thought, “it would be so easy 
to put my arms around her.” But I didn’t. 

As we got to the bottom of the second 
flight of stairs the landlady cornered us. 

“I spoke to you Monday about visitors 

poke to you y 
in your room, miss,” she snapped. 

We stopped and Alison’s hand flew to 
her mouth. 

“T know,” 





“having 


But Bill, 


she said. “I’m sorry. 


here, just came to deliver a message—” 

The woman scowled. 

“I won’t have men in your room!” she 
stormed. “I got my reputation to look out 
for!” 

“I’m sorry,” Alison said again. “I'll re- | 
member—” 

“Come on,” I muttered, taking her arm. 
“Let’s get out of here.” 

“Wasn’t she awful!” Alison whispered 
as we reached the door. I guess neither one 
of us felt too gay just then. 

“Forget it,” I said. “Her and her foul 
mind!” 


HE STARS WERE shining and the air 





was crisp and cool. Alison put her col- 
lar up and slipped her hands into her 


pockets. I put my arm through hers and 
we walked a long while without saying 
much, 


When we came to a dimly lit cafe, final- 
ly, I figured she might be cold. 

“Want to go in here and sit for a while?” 
I asked. 

She nodded. 

We went inside the smoke-fogged room. 
It was noisy, but it was warm. I led her 
to a booth at the back of the room so that 
people wouldn’t be passing us all the time. 

I ordered drinks and we sat smoking and 
smiling at each other sometimes. She 
seemed so cheerful I didn’t want to spoil 
things by speaking of Jeff again. But I 
didn’t want her leaving New London, either 
—till / had more time with her! 

“Promise you won’t take that 
home?” I said. 

That smile faded and she shrugged. 

“T don’t know,” she said. “I bought my 
ticket—” 

“It wouldn’t be fair to go home without 
seeing him once more!” I argued. 

“Maybe I shouldn’t have spent all my 
money for that ticket—” I had to say some- 
thing to keep her here! 

“Tt wouldn’t be right to leave 
seeing him!” 

She stared into her glass, twirling it be- 
tween her fingers. 

“No, I guess it wouldn't,” she agreed. 
“Maybe none of it’s Jeff's fault as much as 
mine. Maybe I’m the one who’s changed.” 

And my heart jumped like crazy at the 
thought—at the hope that I had a chance 
with her after all! 

I reached for her hands, but she changed 


train 


without 


the subject before I said any of the things | 


I was exploding to say. 

“What time do you have to get back to 
the base?” 

“[’ve got lots of time.” I said. 

“T wouldn’t want you restricted on my 
account too,” she said. 

“T’ll be back before dawn,” I said, half- 
joking and hating the memory of Jeff's 
late night—with her. 

“Dawn?” she repeated. “But Jeff got 
back before midnight, didn’t he?” 

I stared at her. What did she mean? If 
she thought Jeff had returned that early, 
he must have left her and spent the night 
some place else! My thoughts whirled, 
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wondering where he’d been, glad he’d not 
spent the night with Alison at all! 

I was about to tell her that Jeff missed 
roll call in the morning, but figured I'd 
better skip it. I’d better ask him about it 
first. 

“Didn’t he?” she repeated. 

“I don’t know exactly what time he did 
get back,” I lied, calling myself a fool for 
covering for him. All’s fair in love and 
war, I told myself. How many guys would 
do as much for me? 

The juke box was wailing a blues num- 
ber and I found myself tapping my feet. 

“Let’s dance,” I said. “Forget you’ve 
got a worry in the world!” 

She smiled, and got up, and at last I 
was holding her in my arms. She was lithe 
and graceful and followed me like she was 
part of me. It was one of those times you 
wish last forever and ever. The other 
people, the noise and raucous laughing 
just didn’t exist. There were only the two 
of us swaying to the music, Alison’s hair 
against my shoulder and her eyes closed. 
My heart pounded so wildly it seemed to 
me she must have heard it. The hands 
slipped round and round the clock and I 
didn’t even notice. 

“Look at the time!” she gasped sud- 
denly. “You'll be late, Bill!” 

Reluctantly I dropped back to reality. 

“Pll make it all right,” I said, “but I'll 
take you home first.” 

In the taxi going to her apartment, she 
leaned her head against the seat and 
smiled, happy and contented. 

“This was the nicest evening I’ve had in 
a long time!” she said sighing. 

I couldn’t resist her any longer. I slipped 
my arm around her and drew her to me. 
| kissed her hard. Instead of pushing me 
away, as I half-expected her to, she pressed 
against me and returned my kiss. And 
then the taxi jolted to a stop at her 
address. 

“Please don’t come in,” she said quickly, 
pulling away. 

“Tl see you in,” I said thickly. 

“No, you’d better not,” she said. 

But I couldn’t leave her then! This is 
my night, I told myself. Make the most 
of it and let the consequences go hang! 
If only ’'d known what they would be! 

I went inside with her, climbed up the 
three flights of stairs and followed her into 
her darkened room. 

“You'd better go,” she said quietly. 

“T don’t want to go back,” I said. And 
she gasped when I grabbed her and pulled 
her to me. “You’re all I want—you’re the 
only girl who ever meant so much to me! 

“Don’t, Bill!” she pleaded, but I knew 
she didn’t mean it! 

Her resistance melted and her arms were 
around my neck suddenly. My heart pound- 
ed, my pulses raced, and there was nothing 
else in the world—but us. This was the 
answer to all my hopes. I had the world 
in my arms. 

Afterwards, while I held her, I wanted 
to ask her to marry me—at once! I wanted 
to tell her how much I loved her and every 
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other thing a girl wants to hear—but it was 
too late. Our time had run out! 

There was a pounding on her door and 
I jumped up. Alison moaned and _ hur- 
riedly fixed her clothes, while the landlady 
shouted outside the door and pounded it 
with her fist. 

“Open up!” she shouted. “I know you're 
both in there!” 

“All right,” Alison said weakly. “Open 
the door, Bill.” 

The woman’s face was like thunder and 
she yelled at me. 

“Get out! Get out of my house!” And 
her blazing eyes burned on Alison and I'd 
have given anything to shield her from this 
shame. “You little slut!” she shrieked. 
“I want you to pack your things and leave 
my house! You're rent’s paid up till Sat- 
urday, or I’d put you out this minute!” 
She started to come into the room, but I 
blocked her way. 

“You’ve said cnough,” I snapped. “Shut 
your mouth—!” 

“Get out!” she screamed at me again. 
“You sailors are all alike! Get out before 
I call a cop!” 

I turned to look at Alison. She was 
staring up at me with that fear and plead- 
ing in her eyes. 

“Please go before she calls the police,” 
she whispered hoarsely. “Please!” 

“Are you leavin’?” the woman shouted. 

“I’m leaving.” I muttered helplessly, 
looking into Alison’s frightened eyes. “But 
I'll be back tomorrow, and we'll go looking 
for another place.” And then suddenly I 
remembered that she didn’t have much 
money. If she went hunting for another 
room, she’d need a deposit to hold it. I 
reached for my wallet and emptied it onto 
the table. “See you tomorrow,” I said. 

That’s what I said and I meant to do it, 
too. I didn’t know then that everybody’s 
orders had been changed—that we were 
leaving New London—and I'd never see 
Alison again until this day, listening to her 
tell me that baby Steve was mine! ... 


66 TY SON?” I SAID stupidly. The 

word was strange on my lips, but 
it was wonderful too. “And that’s the 
reason you married Jeff?” 

“You knew I didn’t want to marry him 
before!” she answered. 

“You mean—if it wasn’t for the baby 
—if I hadn’t—” 

“Tf it wasn’t for that, there would have 
been no reason to marry him,” she said 
wretchedly. “But don’t blame yourself—” 

“Don’t blame myself!” I answered. “If 
it hadn’t been for that one crazy night—if 
I hadn’t lost my head that once I wouldn’t 
have lost you!” 

I felt sick with remorse and shame and 
longed to make it up to her, make amends 
for what I'd done to her! And, yes, I 
wanted her and my son! 

“Does Jeff know about it?” I asked. 

Her eyes flashed for a moment. 

“You don’t think I'd have married him 
without telling him that, do you?” she 


cried. “ But everyone else thinks Stevie 
is his.” 

“Oh, Alison,” I moaned, filled with 
misery, “I want you and our baby! I want 
to make up for the time we’ve lost!” And 
then I realized what I was asking her to 
give up. “Of course, I can’t afford a home 
like this—” 

Her eyes flicked around the room. 

“Do you think any of this matters to 
me?” she asked. “Do you, Bill?” 

I shook my head, hoping that she meant 
to leave Jeff and let me take care of her 
as best I could—as I should have been 
doing all these months! 

“But I could never leave Jeff now,” she 
finished quietly. 

“What are you saying?” I protested, 
“You don’t love him! You said—” 

“Not the way I loved you, Bill,” she ad. 
mitted softly. “But I think he’s happy with 
me.” She looked at me sadly. “He mar. 
ried me in spite of everything I did, and 
now I’]I stick as long as he wants me.” 

There was a sound in another room and 
Alison stood up. 

“That’s Stevie, just waking up,” she told 
me. “Would you like to see him, Bill?” 

“Yes,” I said thickly, “yes, I would.” 

When she returned with the baby in her 
arms he was rubbing his sleepy eyes with 
his fists and his dark curly hair tumbled 
over his forehead. My heart turned over, 
just looking at him and thinking, “He's 
mine! Mine and Alison’s!” 

She smiled at the baby fondly. 

“He’s wonderful,” was all I could say. 

She nodded. 

“He’s so good, Bill,” she murmured, 
“Just a perfect baby.” 

It was too much for me. 

“Alison, think of us,” I begged. “We 
three belong together!” 

But she shook her head without meet- 
ing my eyes. 

“IT made my decision long ago, when I 
married Jeff,” she said softly. “There’s no 
turning back for me now.” 

“But what about me?” I cried, knowing 
that I was making things harder—but how 
could I give them up without a word? 

“T’ve admitted things to you today that 
I haven’t even thought about for a long 
time, Bill,” she told me. “There’s an old 
saying: “Time is a great healer’ and I know 
now that it’s true.” Her eyes met mine 
then. “You'll forget me in time, Bill, and 
make a new life with someone else.” 

I shook my head because I didn’t want 
to hear her talk that way. 

“No!” I cried out. “No!” 

“Please, Bill,” she wailed. “Don’t make 
things any harder for me! Please go away! 
There’s no turning back for me now!” 

I reached out my hands to her and my 
son, started to walk to her, but she turned 
away. 

“Goodbye, Bill,” she said. “Take care 
of yourself.” 

There was so much I wanted to say—l 
tell her how wrong she was! But looking 
at her there, I knew her mind was set. ! 
couldn’t change her mind. 
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I got my hat and walked to the door. 

“If anything ever goes wrong,” I said 
Jamely, “if you ever need anything—or 
change your mind—remember Alison, I'll 
be waiting for you both!” 

“Goodbye, Bill,” she said again. 

And that was it! I haven’t seen either of 
them since. I’m still in the Navy, still a 
bachelor, and time hasn’t helped much. I 
keep wondering whether it ever will... . 


THE END 





How He Proposed 
(Continued from Page 9) 


me if I could take the afternoon off. Al- 
though I had work piled up I felt an anx- 
iety in his voice and naturally any woman’s 
curiosity is easily aroused, so I told him 
yes. When we met in the Turf Restaurant 
and the waiter had sat the food down be- 
fore us, he reached in his pocket and put 
asmall box on the table. 

All through the dinner the box just sat 
there and although he discussed many 
things, never once did he mention the box. 
What could be in it? I kept asking myself 
over and over. Finally I couldn’t stand the 
suspense any longer and I said to him: 
“Please, Pigmeat, don’t torture me any 
longer. I must know what’s in that box.” 
Without looking up from his meal, he said, 
“Take a look in it.” 

And when I nervously unwound the rib- 
bon and opened it, the biggest engagement 
ring I had ever glimpsed stared me in the 
face. You can imagine how I felt. As 
tears rolled down my cheeks I leaned over 
and kissed him, too full of sentiment and 
emotion to utter a word. 

And that’s how we became engaged. In 
fact without saying a word, but more in 
keeping in harmony with the pantomine he 
sometimes uses in his act, Pigmeat pro- 
posed. And my kissing him was his way 
of knowing I accepted. 

On December 17, 1946 we walked into 
New York’s City Hall, a few hours after 
he returned from an engagement in Los 
Angeles, and the preacher united us in 
holy matrimony. I never once regretted 
going backstage to meet him at the Para- 
mount. And on April 10, 1953 when 
Dewey, Jr., was born, I had reached the 
height of any married woman’s ambitions 
and that is to bear her husband a child. 
We both live for the day when Dewey 
teaches manhood. 

Pigmeat spends most of his day taking 
his son around to the Apollo backstage. 
He says he wants him to follow in his foot- 
steps at an early age. One night while his 
Dad was on stage making the Apollo audi- 
ences roar at his humor, Dewey crawled 
out on the stage and uttered the only two 
words he knew at that time—‘da, da.” 
That got a laugh. 

Walking off the stage with his son in 
his arms, Pigmeat turned to me and said 
A chip off the old block; like father, like 
son.” THE END 
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Europe’s 
Women 
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woman infuriated white Americans to the 
point where serious racial clashes had oc- 
curred. 

Partly in deference to the prejudiced 
wishes of certain high U.S. Army policy- 
makers in England the Auxiliary Territo- 
rial Service, Britain’s WACS, issued an 
order forbidding enlisted women from as- 
sociating publicly with colored soldiers. 
The order was read to all ATS units and 
posted on bulletin boards throughout the 
United Kingdom wherever ATS women 
were serving. 

Thousands of members of the ATS 
showed what they thought of this attempt 
to dictate their choice of companions in 
their off-duty social life by ignoring the 
order and dating Negro GI’s. The popular- 
ity of Negro soldiers with the ATS girls 
was further proof of what English women 
think of Negro men. All over wartime 
Britain ATS girls went “walking out” with 
Negro Americans often in full view of 
their commanding officers. 

Tall and _ beautiful Countess Esther 
Benckendorff, the daughter of an English 
clergyman, has several colored friends and 
she and her husband often have a jazz jam 
session at their London flat with Pete Cole- 
man, Negro guitarist. 

“T always think of Negro men as Heinz 
products,” she says. “They come in so 
many varieties. You can’t lump them all 
together and say they have one flavor. 
Dance with a Negro, and you feel you are 
really getting something out of your sys- 
tem. Dance with a white man afterwards 
— it’s like wearing a strait-jacket.” 

Isobelle Graham, whose famous Sugar 
Hill Club is the rendezvous of every Negro 
GI who comes to London, has been friend, 
mother, guide and dancing partner to many 
Negro men. Her last husband was a Negro 
and some time this year she plans to be 
married to an American Negro soldier. 

Explaining the attraction which Negro 
men have for her, Miss Graham says: “The 
colored man is easy-going by temperament 
and so am I. The Negro’s main attribute 
where a woman is concerned, is that he 
can match himself to your mood more than 
a white man can, or is prepared to do. I 
suppose it’s because the Negro is not so 
selfish—he’s out to please his girl first. 

“Tt’s all bunk, however, to suggest that 
Negroes have more physical capacity for 
sex. What they have got, is the desire to 
please a girl before satisfying themselves. 
This makes them dream lovers to many a 
white girl.” 

Also in agreement with this type of 
thinking is red-haired English actress 
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Thelma “Jo” Troy, who numbers several 
Negroes among her nearest and dearest 
friends, but says that she has to know them 
well before being able to tell “whether 
they are an outdoor type, an intellectual 
or even a cad.” 

According to Miss Troy: “Negro men 
arouse my maternal instincts to the full. 
This satisfies something basic in me and 
I know the average Negro man is happy 
to have a girl friend who mothers him, 
too.” 

Throughout history, the Negro male in 
Europe has received an abnormal amount 
of acclaim and admiration. The legend of 
the Negro’s sexual superiority spread far 
in a short time, and is still widely believed 
by European women who like their men 
virile and handsome. 

Typical of this view is the statement by 
Parisian performer Nadia Steinbock, who 
is an Austrian citizen born in Russia. She 
has achieved considerable success as a 
gypsy dancer. “Negro men are rather sav- 
age,” she says, “but that is good! They 
are sympathetic, understanding—and a 
thousand times better and more agreeable 
than white men. They are hospitable and 
have very good hearts where women are 
concerned. I think they are more for 
women than other men.” 

French ballerina and movie actress 
Colette Marchand admits that the voices 
of Negro men tend to excite her. She also. 
thinks Negro men possess, what she de- 
scribes, as “a great sensibility.” Miss 
Marchand, who was seen in the film 
Voulin Rouge, is featured in Roland 
Petits Ballets de Paris. She says she has 
found many Negro men exceedingly hand- 
some but has never fallen in love with one. 
She is married to a white Frenchman, 
Jacques Bazir. 

She believes many French women are 
attracted to Negroes because of talent and 
capacity for art. Two of her favorite per- 
formers are Josh White and Louis Arm- 
strong. “Since I am not attracted to a man 
by his physical appearance alone,” she 
says, “skin color makes no difference.” 


RENCH WOMEN accept Negro men 

for their qualities, she insists. “In 
France it makes no real difference what 
color a man is,” she says. “I know several 
girls who have married Negroes and are 
quite happy; their marriages are accepted 
by everyone. I don’t think there is any 
great fascination for the physical that 
makes the French go crazy over Negroes, 
especially the American types. It’s a mat- 
ter of personality, kindness and sensibil- 
ity.” 

Negro men have experienced little diffi- 
culty in finding attractive women to love 
or marry in Europe. Color is seldom a 
barrier as it so definitely is in America. 
In America, a white woman may admire a 
Negro man from afar, but if she decides 
to become friendly with him, she risks 
ostracism and ridicule. In Europe the situ- 
ation is utterly different. There society 
does not frown on interracial matings. 
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Majority of the many thousands of Negroes 
who migrate to European countries either 
to work, study or for military service, 
eventually have at least one amorous ex- 
perience with a white European woman. 

American Negro entertainers by the 
dozen have married or become engaged to 
European women. Jazz musicians Don 
Byas, Jacques Butler, Bill Coleman, Arvell 
Shaw and Sidney Bechet are only a few 
of this group. 

One Negro jazz pianist flew to Sweden 
in February on the first leg of a flying con- 
cert tour of Europe. Within a week he 
cabled a close friend in New York: “Every- 
thing is real crazy here. I’m swamped with 
women—all white. I can’t believe this is 
real.” 

Thousands of African and West Indian 
Negroes, who have travelled to France, 
Great Britain and Germany, have ended up 
marrying women of those countries. In 
many cases the men bring their white wives 
back home with them. 

Admiration for the artistic achievements 
of Negroes caused beauteous Anna Vita, 
one of Italy’s top movie actresses, to con- 
sider the place of race in the modern 
world, she admits. Miss Vita is the star 
and co-producer of Anna’s Sin, an Italian 
film dealing with a romance between an 
Italian woman and a Negro. The picture 
will soon be released in America, and is 
expected to provoke great controversy. 

The late Canada Lee, whom Miss Vita 
knew personally and deeply admired, was 
originally slated to have the leading role 
in the film. Miss Vita and Lee met at a 
cocktail party in Rome and she immedi- 
ately told him how much she had been 
moved by his performance as the Zulu 
minister in the English film Cry The Be- 
loved Country. Canada Lee inspired the 
writing of the story of Anna’s Sin. His 
untimely death in New York occurred 
while negotiations were in progress to ob- 
tain his services for the picture. 

When Miss Vita visited the U.S., for 
the first time last year, she was a little 
surprised to see how Negroes live. She 
was shocked by poverty and segregation, 
but also impressed by Negro progress in 
many fields. Negroes are well-liked in 
Italy, she says, because many of them are 
talented and have warm, sunny disposi- 
tions. “But Italians would welcome Amer- 
ican Negroes even if they were not artists 
or writers, as long as they are dignified, 
respectful and well-behaved,” she points 
out. 

Miss Vita, a respected figure in Rome’s 
film colony, has a number of Negro friends. 
She particularly admires novelist William 
Demby and actor John Kitzmiller. Demby 
appeared in Anna’s Sin, which was well 
received by Italian film critics and audi- 
ences alike. 

Miss Vita is not self-conscious about 
color or sensitive about associating in pub- 
lic with Negro men. She was accompanied 
to the 1953 Locarno Film Festival by Kitz- 
miller. “No one thought it unnatural or 
odd that we should be together,” she said. 


Perhaps Miss Vita sums up the feeling 
of most European women on the subject 
of Negro men and explains why interracial 
friendships and marriages are more com. 
mon and successful in that part of the 
world when she says: “In Europe there is 
no race problem and anti-Negro prejudice 
is practically unknown. In my own coun. 
try. Italy, people do not draw color lines, 
They accept a man for his worth and for 
his qualities, not according to his com. 
plexion.” 

Generally speaking, this view prevails 
among the women of Europe. Where the 
emotions are concerned, the woman’s atti- 
tude of mind is very important anywhere 
in the world. For Negro men, the climate 
of opinion for love and marriage is favor- 
able and friendly. In America, if a Negro 
man steps outside the racial boundaries 
laid down by society, he is likely to run 
into serious trouble. 

In Europe, on the other hand, a woman 
can become friendly, even intimate with a 
Negro man, without any problem whatever. 
She can fall in love and marry him without 
incurring the censure and resentment of 
her community, friends and relatives. That 
largely explains why over 95 per cent of 
all Negro male residents in Europe have 
white sweethearts, mistresses, or wives. 

Negro men are like other men in most 
ways, says Simone Morin, well-known 
music hall singer of Paris. She speaks no 
English and has never been to the United 
States. “I have no prejudice,” says she. 
“T admire a man with a good heart. The 
world will never get together as long as 
people judge one another by color, religion 
or nationality.” Simone Morin appears to 
be partial to the art and music of Negroes, 
however. The walls of her dressing room 
are covered with pictures of Negro per- 
formers like Josephine Baker, baritone 
Kenneth Spencer and the Delta Rhythm 
Boys. 

Negro men have found no lack of warmth 
or love in Scandinavian women. They have 
been graciously received wherever they 
have travelled in Norway, Sweden and 
Denmark, and have won sweethearts and 
wives from women of all classes. Ingrid 
Severin, outstanding Swedish woman jour- 
nalist, has had numerous friends among 
Negro intellectuals and musicians, and has 
almost automatically accepted them as 
gifted human beings rather than persons 
of color. “You soon enough learn to look 
at them as if they were any other foreigner 
or man, of different opinion and view- 
point,” she explains. “You just forget 
about the color.” 

Miss Severin’s strongest impression of 
the Negro intellectuals and artists she has 
met and interviewed is of a militant “fight- 
ing spirit.” “They have got something to 
fight for,” she points out, “and this is 4 
great thing, a great inspiration from the 
moral point of view. It is always stimulat- 
ing to meet men with strong feelings. My 
Negro friends always remind me of the 
slogan of the French revolution—‘Liberté, 
Egalité, Fraternité.” THE END 
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How To 
Improve 
Your 
Love Life 
(Continued from Page 11) 


remarked Phil, one of the new salesmen. 

Bud Williams laughed. “Phil hasn’t won 
a pot in a month of Sundays, and we’re 
going to take him to the cleaners again this 
week! But seriously, Charlie— how come 
you're looking around for outside enter- 
tainment? Your wife going away for the 
weekend?” 

“You say that as if my wife won’t let 
me out of the house alone,” I challenged. 

Bud dug his elbow into Phil’s ribs and 
winked broadly. “That’s what I say about 
this marriage business,” he said, “sooner 
or later the old lady orders twin beds and 
the honeymoon is over! That’s one reason 
I stay single.” 

“You try to make a joke of everything,” 
I said irritably. “It so happens my wife is 
more in love with me than ever.” 

“My man, you just don’t know the facts 
of life,” Bud said, laying his hand on my 
shoulder. “A woman starts thinking up 
ways to put off her husband the minute she 
gets what she wants—a place to live and 
somebody to make that daily bread!” 

I shrugged his hand off my shoulder and 
demanded, “What are you? The poor 
man’s Dr. Kinsey? I ask about a poker 
game and get a lecture on married love!” 

I got up and walked away before Bud 
could answer, but I could hear their laugh- 
ter as I paid my check and left the res- 
taurant. Later that afternoon, Phil told 
me where the poker game was being held, 
but that was no longer on my mind. It so 
happened that my wife Iris and I had 
talked the matter over and reached the 
agreement that married couples should 
have at least one night out each week. The 
thought that Iris might consider our ar- 
rangement a way to get rid of me for an 
evening never occurred to me. 

After five years together, we were still 
very much in love and, as far as I was 
concerned, our sex life was everything that 
could be desired. We considered ourselves 
a modern young couple and from the be- 
ginning we promised each other to discuss 
frankly any problems that might arise in 
our relationship. In the past, this had 
worked out very well and we had settled 
many minor differences in a _ friendly 
manner. 

But what Bud had said jokingly at lunch 
that day lingered in my mind and hung 
like a cloud over my recollections of the 
past. Incidents that had no significance 
when they had occurred, suddenly took on 
new meaning, colored by the suspicions 
Bud had unknowingly aroused. His crack 
about twin beds, for instance, had struck 
home. About six months earlier, Iris re- 
decorated the bedroom and in the course 





of selecting furniture she had asked what 
I thought about twin beds. 

“Are you kidding?” I laughed. “They 
were invented for old married couples— 
and I do mean old!” 

Iris wrinkled her nose at me. “No, I’m 
serious, darling,” she insisted, handing me 
the newspaper advertisement she was 
studying. “They do have some advantages, 
you know.” 

“And one big disadvantage!” I added, 
grabbing her hand instead of the news- 
paper and pulling her protestingly into my 
lap. “I want you close to me—always!” 

“Look, we'll never get a new bed if you 
don’t behave yourself,” she said, slapping 
my face playfully. 

“Who cares?” 

I pulled her face down to mine and 
kissed her long and hard. She struggled 
briefly. then submitted to my embrace. I 
stood up, holding her in my arms and... . 

I shook my head to clear it and thumped 
my fist down on the desk. I was acting like 
a fool! I told myself sharply. A guy would 
go nuts if he paid any attention to things 
his pals said about marriage, especially the 
single men who always had some private 
and completely false theory about women. 

Remembering how sweet Iris was, the 
loveliness of her pert little face and the 
tempting maturity of her womanly figure I 
cursed myself for even listening to snide 
cracks made by Bud and the other fellows. 
I loved my wife and I was positive she 
loved me, wanted me every bit as much as 
I desired her. 


HAT EVENING at dinner, without 

knowing exactly why, I asked Iris, 
“Remember those twin beds you liked so 
well? Do you still want them?” I waited, 
half expecting a quick and positive denial. 

But I was disappointed. She looked 
thoughtful and replied, “I don’t know, dar- 
ling. I haven’t given it a thought since 
you seemed so dead set against them. But 
now that you mention it—” 

“Yor” 

“She didn’t catch the undertone of anger 
in my voice. 

“Well—I haven’t been sleeping so well 
lately—tossing and turning. I don’t want 
to spoil your rest,” she said. 

“Oh, don’t mind me,” I said quickly. “I 
want you to be comfortable.” 

She stared at me for a moment, then 
said slowly, “Well, we'll see.” 

I poured myself another cup of coffee, 
added sugar and creamed it with elaborate 
care. “Are you still planning to go out 
tomorrow night?” I asked, changing the 
subject. 

“Wasn’t that what we agreed to... ?” 

“I know what we agreed!” I snapped. 
“T just asked you if you were still going.” 

“T couldn’t very well back out now,” Iris 
told me. “I promised Ruby I’d go to the 
show with her. Of course, if something 
important came up—” 

For the first time in our marriage I felt 
anger at my wife welling up in me and I 
was frightened. “No, nothing has come 
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up,” I hastened to assure her. “The fellows 
asked me to play cards with them and I 
was just checking with you.” 

That’s how I talked myself into going 
to that poker game, even though my heart 
wasn’t in it. But I was determined I wasn’t 
going to sit at home alone. I realized the 
moment I walked in, however, that I 
shouldn’t have gone. The game was al- 
ready in progress and a half empty bottle 
of Scotch stood in the center of the table. 

Bud, who had evidently had his share 
and more, let out a whoop when he saw 
me. “There he is—my ace!” he yelled. 

The other players greeted me and went 
back to their cards. Phil said, “Pull up a 
chair and join the fun, Charlie.” 

I shook my head. “I just dropped in to 
watch you guys squander your earnings,” 
I told him. 

“So your old lady finally put them rocks 
in your bed, hunh?” Bud commented. 

“Tt’s not like that at all!” I shot back. 
“Tt so happens that Iris went to the show 
tonight—with a girl friend.” 

“Girl friend? That’s what she told you!” 
Bud said, leering at me. 

“Take it easy, Bud,” Phil cautioned. 

I forced a laugh. “Let him rave. I ig- 
nore him.” 

Bud reached for the bottle and splashed 
some liquor into his glass. “Better pay 
some attention—all you married cats. I 
don’t mean just Charlie, but everyone of 
you guys who're neglecting your wives. 
Take my advice and make that phone call 
before you go home!” 

“Aw, man, hush!” growled Phil. 

“You trying to break up this game?” 
another player demanded. 

Bud grinned mischievously. “Okay, I'll 
keep quiet,” he said, “but you guys who 
are so doggone sure you're taking care of 
things at home—all I’ve got to say is, 
shame on you!” 

I reached for the bottle, but Bud 
snatched it away. “I'll never let you hit 
me with this thing!” he guffawed. “If you 
want a drink, join the ladies in the 
kitchen.” 

There were three women in the kitchen 
watching a fourth preparing sandwiches. 
I gathered that she was the hostess. 

“Come in, have a seat—if you can find 
one,” she invited. 

“Thanks. I’m Charlie Bolden,” I told 
her. 

“Hi, Charlie. I’m Mrs. Fields, Eddie’s 
wife.” She introduced the other women to 
me, all of them well-groomed and nice 
looking. Two of them had been brought 
by men who were in the game up front, 
but the other was a neighbor of the Fields’. 
She was a friendly, buxom woman whose 
charms were displayed to good advantage 
in the sleek black dress she wore. Her 
name was Clara, and we hit it off right 
from the start. 

“What was all that noise about?” she 
asked, handing me a drink. “Somebody 
win a big pot?” 

“No, just somebody sounding off. A real 
comic!” 
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“Bud! I know you’re talking about that 
man,” laughed Mrs. Fields. “He’s the only 
person I know who can make you mad 
and keep you laughing at the same time!” 

“That’s a good description of Bud,” I 
agreed, “but he gets on your nerves after 
a while.” 

“Why is that?” Clara asked. 

Mrs. Fields sampled her handiwork, then 
began stacking the sandwiches on a tray. 
“Bud’s got some crazy idea that most hus- 
bands don’t know the first thing about 
lovemaking,” she explained to Clara. 

Clara nodded knowingly. “He knows all 
about it, though.” 

“Of course!” Mrs. Fields laughed. “Ac- 
cording to him, he invented it!” She 
picked up the tray and headed for the 
other room. She paused at the door and 
said thoughtfully, “Come to think of it, 
Clara, some of his ideas sound exactly like 
yours. Come on in and meet him.” 

Clara shook her head and slipped her 
arm through mine. “How about another 
drink, Charlie?” 

I handed her my glass and followed her 
over to the sink. After a moment I said, 
“T’d like to hear some of those ideas Mrs. 
Fields was talking about.” 

She glanced at the two women who had 
their heads together in a corner. “There’s 
already too much talking and card playing 
going on for me,” she pouted. “Let’s 
dance.” 

We took our drinks into the living room, 
where the radio was playing softly. Clara 
glided into my arms and we danced for a 
while. Then the music ended and the news 
came on and we went back to our drinks. 

“I’m still interested in your theory,” I 
said lightly as we sat down on the sofa. 

She expressed her impatience. “What’s 
wrong with you, Charlie? Or maybe I 
should ask what’s wrong with me?” she 
demanded. “All the time we were danc- 
ing, your mind was a million miles away! 
That’s not very complimentary,” she add- 
ed, moving a little closer. 

I looked down at her, smiling invitingly, 
and I repeated her question to myself. 
What was wrong with me? I had the eve- 
ning all to myself and she was certainly 
attractive enough to hold any man’s atten- 
tion, yet there I was behaving like a school 
boy on his first date. I slid my arm around 
her soft, pliant shoulders. 

“That’s better, Charlie,” she purred, 
“much better.” 

We waited for the music to resume, but 
the station signed off the air so I got up 
and switched off the radio. Just then, a 
roar of laughter burst from the card play- 
ers in the room down the hall. 

“Your friend Bud is at it again,” Clara 
observed. 

I nodded. “What burns me is his know- 
it-all attitude! According to him, if a mar- 
ried woman is satisfied with her husband, 
it’s a miracle.” 

Clara took a cigarette from the box on 
the cocktail table. “Maybe he’s got some- 
thing there,” she said. 

“Don’t tell me you agree?” 


She shrugged her shoulders and bent 
forward to the match I held for her. “Ip 
a beautician, honey, and in my profession 
what we don’t already know about women 
we soon find out when our customers start 
talking.” 

I was shocked. “You mean, wives talk 
about their husbands?” 

“Practically nothing else.” 

“About—personal things?” 

“Tn detail, honey! And what wives think 
about their husbands is a crying shame! 
It’s enough to make a woman run the other 
way every time she sees a man—but I try 
not to let it upset me,” Clara said, patting 
the cushion beside her. 

I ignored her invitation to get cozy 
again. What she had just said had set my 
brain whirling once more. 

“Then how do you account for the happy 
marriages that exist?” I asked her. “There 
are some, you know. I’m—well, I person. 
ally know several of them.” 

“Any marriage is a happy one as long 
as the wife is a good actress,” she retorted. 
“A girl learns to pretend when she first 
starts going out with fellows. How many 
women are bored silly by baseball talk, or 
scared stiff of sex? Yet they put up with 
it because they’re taught that’s the way to 
hold a man.” 

“Then, marriage, love—everything is 
built on pretense?” 

She nodded and I stood there, letting my 
cigarette burn my fingers and not feeling 
a thing. I gave a short laugh. 

“At least you’re honest,” I told her. 

“That’s because I’m not looking for a 
husband,” she said blandly. 

“Then you ought to get together with 
Bud,” I grated, suddenly infuriated by her 
cynical attitude. “He’s not looking for a 
wife!” 


I LEFT HER sitting there and passed 

Mrs. Fields on my way out. I said 
goodbye abruptly and hurried outside. All 
the way home Clara’s words spun around 
my head and I kept telling myself that her 
customers must be a bunch of frustrated 
old hags if they talked that way about their 
husbands. Yet, Iris went to the beauty 
parlor regularly, the same one where Clara 
worked, for all I knew. 

All sorts of wild fears and doubts were 
tearing at me when I finally arrived home. 
Iris was not there and I spent a tormented 
hour waiting for her, determined to hear 
the truth from her own lips. Looking back, 
I realize that I was acting as if I had 
caught her in the arms of another man. 

But at the time, I was aware only of the 
devastating suspicion that Iris had merely 
tolerated my advances and that her ardent 
response to my iovemaking was part of 4 
coldly calculated plot to hold me. 

When Iris finally arrived, I laid it right 
on the line. I reminded her that we had 
always discussed our problems frankly, 
holding nothing back, and that the one 
thing we omitted was the physical side of 
our relationship. I told her bluntly that ! 
thought it was time for such a discussion. 
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enced an orgasm in the first years of 
marriage. 

I don’t expect the men who could benefit 
from my experience to apply the follow- 
ing suggestions to themselves; but they 
will smugly think of a dozen other men 
who need them. However, I can’t blame 
them; that’s the way I felt—until my wife 
jarred me awake. 

Although some authorities tend to mini- 
mize the importance of good sex adjust- 
ment to happy marriage, Dr. Kinsey and 
his associates, who interviewed 5,300 men 
and 5,940 women, found that three-fourths 
of the divorces among his subjects resulted 
from sexual maladjustments. A major 
cause is cited by Dr. Abraham Stone, head 
of the American Association of Marriage 
Counselors, who states, “Literally thou- 
sands of newlyweds are ignorant about 
the most basic elements of sex and love 
when they take their marriage vows.” 

The majority of American youth learn 
the “facts of life” from sources that are 
ill-equipped to do more than pass on false 
information and unhealthy attitudes to- 
ward sex. The Gilbert Youth Research 
found in its survey of college students be- 
tween 17 and 22 years of age that 75.4 
per cent of them got their sex “education” 
from friends. A scant 13 per cent received 
this important instruction from their fami- 
lies; 4.4 per cent from schools; and 7.2 
per cent from church and other sources. 

1. Develop a healthy attitude toward sex. 
Get scientific facts from your physician or 
from marriage counseling centers to be 
found in increasing numbers in most large 
cities and many smaller ones. For young 
persons, who should have this information 
before marriage, courses designed to pro- 
mote a happy love life in marriage are 
offered in some 596 colleges throughout 
the U.S. 

2. Physical examination before mar- 
riage. Although impotency—the inability 
to complete the sexual union—is compara- 
tively rare, the fear of impotency often 
presents a big problem for men. Dr. Kin- 
sey found only 0.1 per cent impotency 
among American males in the 25-year age 
group, and among 55-year-olds a mere 6.5 
per cent. However, such fears can affect 
the marriage relationship. A visit to the 
family doctor will probably allay such 
fears. Good health generally is vital for 
vigorous sex activity. Says Dr. Abraham 
Stone, noted urologist, “Normal sexual in- 
tercourse is not exhausting. Often it is 
revivifying.” 

3. Use patience and understanding. 
Famed anthropologist Margaret Mead 


points out that “A girl taught from infancy 
to reject men’s advances can’t be expected 
to change miraculously on her wedding 
night.” This holds true after the wedding 
night and until the couple reaches com- 
plete adjustment. 

Dr. Herbert Ridgley, noted New York 
marriage counselor, states, “If men would 
learn that there is more satisfaction to be 
gained from a good sexual adjustment, 
most ‘problem’ marriages would disappear 
overnight.” 

4. Remember, sex is only one phase of 
the marriage relationship. Cautions Dr. 
Eustace Chesser, author of the book, How 
To Make A Success of Your Marriage: 
“There is only one sound and realistic 
way to regard sex. That is as a part of 
total living. . . . Instead of trying for all 
we are worth to insure that we are ‘good 
lovers’ in the narrow, restricted sense of 
being capable of arousing and satisfying 
physical passion, we recognize that the best 
technique in the world will prove worse 
than useless unless the remainder of life’s 
activities are satisfactorily carried out.” 

5. Make your partner’s happiness your 
main goal. This involves many things, in- 
cluding the prelude of romantic ardor and 
tender caresses. Too many men are so in- 
tent on gratifying their own desires that 
they ignore the biological fact that erotic 
arousal in the female follows a slower and 
more gradual curve to the climax than the 
male. 

“Sex should be of equal pleasure to both 
participants!” observes Dr. Ridgley. “In 
cases where lust prevails, only one member 
is experiencing pleasure while the other, 
invariably the woman, is merely a victim 
of her partner’s desires.” 

Preliminary love play is a “must,” and 
most authorities agree should have no lim- 
its. According to Dr. Pierre J. Rube, “In 
love everything is permitted so long as both 
partners enjoy it. But if one imposes his 
will on the other, it ceases to be healthy.” 

A man should adjust his own ever-pres- 
ent desires to that of the woman, whose 
erotic urges move in cycles. Most women 
between the ages of 12 and 40 experience 
an increase in desire a few days before 
menstruation and then again in the middle 
of the menstrual month. 

Above all, in marriage—as in most other 
endeavors—one gets out only what he puts 
into it. And any man inclined to blame 
his wife for an unsuccessful love life 
should bear in mind the opinion of Dr. 
Eva Klein, a clinical psychiatrist, who 
states, “There are no frigid wives—just 
husbands who are awkward lovers.” 


THE END 


I SPENT $100,000 ON WOMEN 
By Eddie (Cleanhead) Vinson 
In The August TAN 
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Love-Starved 
Widow 


(Continued from Page 21) 


children to see theirs, to go shopping with 
them or attend their churches. 

They all meant well. But J had no time 
for friends or for socializing. As it was,] 
dreaded the thought of leaving my brave 
little boy and girl to go trudging off to 
school by themselves every day, their 
lunches neatly packed, their clean but 
cheap clothes betraying that they belonged 
to a family from “over the tracks.” 

Working in a Washington department 
store didn’t provide much of a living for a 
family of three. We just did have enough 
to eat and to buy a few clothes and pay the 
rent. When Wes was nine he began servic- 
ing his own newspaper route. It was all his 
idea to go around and get customers, to 
deliver his papers and make collections 
after school. Young as he was, he insisted 
on bringing every penny he made home 
to me. 

“You need it for us, Mommy,” he plead 
ed. “I don’t need anything at all.” 

It was Acey’s pennies that made me de 
cide that I must do something drastic to 
change our method of living from hand- 
to-mouth. I couldn’t stand to see my chil- 
dren growing up, just existing, coming into 
contact with the little snob children who 
had everything and who had learned early 
the sneering attitude so common to a great 
deal of what they call society in Washing 
ton. I must get away from the department 
store. I must find a way to make more 
money. 

It was Wes, wonderful little Wes, who 
unwittingly solved the problem for me. 

Wes loved to come into my bedroom 
every now and then of an evening after 
I'd tucked him in bed and was quite sure 
he was sound asleep. He’d wander in, not 
at all sleepy, and wanting to “discuss” 
things with me. He was a regular little 
man and very much concerned with the 
affairs of the household. 

Often, knowing the child should be get- 
ting his rest, I wanted to make him go 
back to bed. But I could never resist the 
shining love on his face, the eagerness in 
his eyes. Invariably, I had to let him crawl 
up on the bed and talk with me. 

By a magic coincidence, one evening 
while I was racking my brain desperately, 
trying to come up with an idea to improve 
our lot in life, Wes came in. 

“Mom, I wanna talk to you,” he said, his 
usual preface. 

“Come on in, darling, but not too long 
tonight,” I told him. “Mother’s very tired 
and trying to figure out something.” 

Wes’ dark eyes were brightly serious. 

“Why don’t you tell me things you're 
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tying to figure out, Mom?” he asked. 
“You know, kids can think of things fast 
gmetimes.” 

He was so dear. I kissed him gratefully. 
More to humor his whim than to gain any 

out of it, I told him quite simply that 
[was trying to come across a plan so that 
all of us could have more money. 

“I know we don’t have enough money, 
Mom. That’s why I’m trying to get a big- 
ger newspaper route. I can tell you're 
worried because you’re always frowning 
these days, the way you tell me not to.” 

We talked on at random for a bit. Wes 
had some suggestions to make, all of them 
highly fantastic. I pretended to consider 
them, then explained why they wouldn’t 
do. 

After about a half-hour of this, I told 
my son that it was getting pretty late and 
[thought he ought to go to bed. 

Obediently, he kissed me and was on his 
way out of my room. Suddenly, he turned 
around, his expressive little face lit up with 
enthusiasm. 

“Mom, I got it, I got it,” he said. 

“Got what, darling?” I asked absently. 

“How you can make money,” he shouted. 

Wes began to talk. At first I listened 
politely, hoping he’d make it short so he 
could go to bed and I could start thinking 
again. But as he continued, my interest 
began to mount. Wes did have it. He had 
—not a million dollar idea—but an inter- 
esting, sound, money-making scheme which 
was worthy of further investigation. 

At the school Wes attended there was 
no lunchroom. Many of the working par- 
ents, like myself, were anxious for their 
children to have lunch at school. The 
principal didn’t encourage this because 
there were no proper facilities and she 
didn’t want the responsibility of the chil- 
dren running about the school grounds un- 
supervised. Many of the parents wished 
their children could have something hot 
for lunch instead of just sandwiches from 
home. Many of the parents didn’t have the 
time or know-how to prepare interesting 
lunches. 

Wes knew all about this. He also knew 
that there was a large vacant store directly 
across the street from the school. 

“Mom,” he said enthusiastically. “You 
make the best sandwiches in the world. ’N 
you're the best cook in the world. You 
could have a place for the kids to eat lunch 
and they’d be safe from getting run over 
and getting into trouble. ’N you could sell 
candy and I could help you and you ’n me 
and Sadye, we’d all be together. We 
wouldn’t have to wait to come home to see 
you.” 
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I was thrilled by Wes’ idea. Of course, 
I didn’t know whether it would work. 
There were many things which would have 
to be checked. But I thanked God for this 
Precious little son who could conceive so 
brilliant a scheme. 

I took him in my arms. 

“I love you, darling,” I told him. “To- 

(Continued on next page) 
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as singles but presently are available in a 
new LP album. Called “An Evening with 
Billie Holiday,” the package comprises 
eight old standards (Stormy Weather, Lov- 
er Come Back to Me, My Man, He’s Funny 
That Way, Yesterdays, Tenderly, I Can’t 
Face the Music and Remember). 

The selections spot Billie at work in 
varied sorts of moods—sensuous, bluesy, 
torchy and swingy. Yet she still manages 
to maintain a consistent high in perform- 
ance throughout the album. 

The strong showing of Billie on the Clef 
sides likely sets her up for a lot more re- 
cording assignments than she has had in 
the recent past. And, should that be the 
case, it will come as good news to many 
jazz enthusiasts who proudly count them- 
selves among the Holiday following. 

* * * 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Victor’s 
Hold ’Em/Joe [’m Just a Country Boy, 
a calypso ditty and a simple love song as 
crooned appealingly by folk singer Harry 
Belafonte, one of the most exciting vo- 
calists around today. Here the material is 
ideal for the artist and he makes the best 
of it. With balanced backing from Hugo 
Winterhalter’s orchestra, Harry demon- 
strates great versatility on the coupling. He 
belts over Joe at a rocking gait, then 
switches to an easy pace on the reverse. 
Both come off as excellent music. 

GOOD: Decca’s You Didn’t Want Me 
When You Had Me/I Had to Call You Up 
to Say I’m Sorry, two vocal offerings by 
the peerless Mills Brothers who were never 
better. Topside is a new rhythmic tune, 
has the sort of groovy lilt which the group 
swings on so well. The flip, an old stand- 
ard, is neat ballad stuff, done this round 
in effortless, effective fashion. On the re- 
lease, the Millses get befitting support 
from a studio band under the direction of 
Sy Oliver who also did the arrangements 
for the session. 

RECOMMENDED: Decca’s Stay Out of 
My Dreams/Peace of Mind, resounding 
the torchy chirping of sultry Savannah 
Churchill on two newies patterned exactly 
for her style. A-side is an easy ballad, has 
Savannah pitching her notes in harmony 
with the choral support of the Ray Charles 
Singers. The results are especially listen- 
able. On the flipside, a romping rhythm 
opus, Savannah sings well but is hampered 
by weak material. 

ACCEPTABLE: Mercury’s Rough Rid- 
in’/Who’ll Be the Fool, presenting the 
stylized vocals of the Ravens on an up- 
tempo ditty and a ballad. As is normal 
with this group, basso star Jimmy Ricks 
handles the major solo assignments on 
the coupling. The group comes up with 
nothing new in either performance, repeat- 
ing on the other hand sounds that they 
have offered many times before. Nonethe- 
less the disc could get heavy play on jukes. 
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morrow I promise, I’ll look into your idea.” 

A month later I opened the doors of 
Wes’ School Sweet Shop. I’d named it af- 
ter my son because he’d been clever 
enough to think up the idea. Opening the 
place wasn’t as simple as it sounds. First 
I had talked with the principal of the 
school and found her very encouraging. 
Then I’d checked the real estate office 
which handled the vacant store. I found 
the rent nominal and a lease available. 

The hardest part of all was deciding 
whether to take two gambles; giving up 
my regular job with its assured income and 
taking out of our precious savings account 
the couple of thousand dollars necessary 
for rental, stock and fixtures. 

I took the gamble. It was one of the 
smartest things I could have done. It was 
amazing and almost miraculous how things 
happened. Overnight I knew I had a good, 
substantial business enterprise going. The 
school children streamed in at noon and 
after school to unload my shop of as many 
sandwiches, hot dogs, malteds and sweets 
as I could dispose of. I did enough busi- 
ness during the day to hire a dependable 
high school boy to keep the shop open 
evenings until ten. 

It wasn’t three months before my books 
showed that I would make a very hand- 
some profit the first year and could afford 
to pay myself a salary much higher than 
that I'd earned at the department store. 

Wes was very proud of himself and of 
me. 

“That’s mom’s store,” he’d tell his play- 
mates. “See, it’s named after me. I’m her 
partner.” 


\ ’7ES HAD EVERY right to call himself 

my partner. Certainly, his ingenious 
plan made it possible for me to do a better 
job of rearing the children. From the time 
he was a tiny thing he had always demon- 
strated an unusual amount of affection for 
me. During those sturdy, growing up days 
of grammar and high school, this affection 
made life possible for me, despite the lone- 
ly brooding hours of missing Acey and his 
love. 

With Sadye, my relationship was very 
different. She loved me, depended on me 
and turned to me in her times of need. But 
as the years went by, we grew farther 
apart. One factor, and perhaps the main 
one, was a sort of competition which grew 
up between Sadye and me for Wes’ love 
and devotion. 

From the time of the birth of Sadye, 
Wes had worshipped her. As he grew 
older, his protective attitude toward her 
became almost an obsession. When both 
children were in high school, trouble be- 
gan to brew. I'll never forget the time when 
Wes turned on me angrily, almost ready 
to strike me because I was preparing to 
punish Sadye for staying out late one 
evening. 

“But, Wes,” I explained, “Sadye isn’t 
‘your baby’ any longer. She’s an attractive 
teen-age girl and you’re old enough to 
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know that we must help her to grow up 
right, keep decent company and not get 
herself into trouble.” 

“You don’t trust her, Mom,” Wes said 
with angry defiance. “Sadye’s not going 
to do anything wrong.” 

I was so shocked by his intense attitude 
that all the will to correct Sadye went out 
of me. I remember the look on Sadye’s 
face that day—a look of admiration and 
gratitude for her brother’s loyalty and tri- 
umphant contempt for me because I had 
to give in. 

This was the first open break between 
my children and me. There were others. 
Outwardly, Sadye was a good, obedient 
young lady. But she took advantage of 
every opportunity to show me that when a 
showdown came along, Wes was always her 
ally. I became increasingly distressed by 
the uneasy situation. 

The store had become such a flourishing 
business that I had been able to enlarge it 
and hire two sales-clerks. Wes was doing 
well in his senior year at high school and 
had insisted on keeping a part-time job. 
He already had a promise of a scholar- 
ship for college. But ours wasn’t the hap- 
py family it had been in the days of money 
trouble. Always I had the feeling that my 
children were in a conspiracy against me; 
that we were divided. 

Often, when I had explained to Sadye 
that she couldn’t have a certain dress or 
that, despite our comfortable circum- 
stances, we had to economize here and 
there, Wes would give her money behind 
my back. 

This was the time when I should have 
taken a stand for the good of my daughter 
and for the unity of the family. But I was 
weak. I shrugged my shoulders and began 
to think less unselfishly. 

I began to feel sorry for myself, for the 
lack of vibrant emotional and_ physical 
love in my life. I began to ask myself if 
I weren't doing myself a great injustice by 
not seeking some happiness. Was it worth 
sacrificing an entire lifetime for your chil- 
dren, especially when your efforts only 
brought unpleasantness? 

It was while I was going through this 
period of grave doubt that Leroy came 
along. 

I had decided that I needed more in- 
terests, more activity to occupy my mind. 
Learning of the availability of another 
shop in a school neighborhood. I had de- 
termined to look into taking it over. One 
Saturday morning I visited the real estate 
office which had offered the place for lease. 

I was taken back by the youth of the 
broker into whose office I was ushered. 

“You’re Mr. Lynn? Mr. Leroy Lynn?” 
I asked. 

The good-looking man in his very early 
thirties smiled in an amused manner. 

“IT know. I know. It’s an old story, Mrs. 
James. Everyone who comes in mistakes 
me for one of the junior clerks. I’ve tried 
shaving twice a week instead of three 
times. I’ve begged my tailor to give me the 
young middle-aged type suits. Nothing 


helps. So I have to throw myself on th 
mercy of my clients.” 

I was terribly embarrassed. 

“T didn’t mean to question you s0,” | 
apologized. “It’s just that... .” 

Mr. Lynn smiled. He had a very char. 
ing smile. 

“Good enough,” he said. “Apology a. 
cepted. Now, let’s get down to business 
I understand you're interested in the sho 
we advertised in the Trib.” 

We talked for about twenty minute 
Mr. Lynn drove me out to the shop to look 
it over. I was perfectly satisfied with it, in 
fact enthusiastic. We just about set the 
deal. There was only one problem. I found 
I didn’t have adequate cash to swing it. 

“Don’t worry about a thing,” Mr. Lym 
reassured me. “I’m confident that with 
your proven ability and the sound business 
you're already conducting, I can get a 
bank loan for you which will solve this, 
Tell you what. Let my secretary take all 
the necessary information and Ill work 
on the deal. I'll call you within a week 
and let you know what the score is.” 

Three days later Mr. Lynn phoned. 

“Good news,” he announced. “The bank 
will okay a loan. There are some details 
I'd like to go over with you, however. How 
about having dinner with me one evening 
this week?” 

“I'd be delighted,” I told him and was 
immediately covered with shame at my 
eager acceptance. The horrible truth was 
that during the past few days, rather than 
worrying about whether the loan would go 
through, I had been thinking about what a 
personable man Leroy Lynn had turned 
out to be. 

But I had rebuked myself for allowing 
this line of thought to come into my mind. 
Leroy Lynn was, after all, a businessman 
and these days young business men use all 
sorts of sales techniques to swing a deal. 
No doubt he looked upon me as an inter- 
esting person only from the standpoint that 
he could make a healthy commission by 
being nice to me. 

Let’s not go overboard and act silly, old 
lady, I told myself. This young man is ten 
years your junior. 

I decided the best thing, under the 
circumstances, was to make certain my 
business with Mr. Lynn remained on a 
business-like level in my own mind. Having 
dinner with him was unnecessary. The 
better thing would be for me to invite him 
to the house for dinner. Then he would see 
that I had two children, almost grown. If 
he had any ideas, I was certain they'd dis 
appear then and I wouldn’t run the danger 
of fooling myself into a big letdown. 

I suggested that he come out to dinner 
the following day. 





Wes kidded me when I told him that we 
were having a male dinner guest. 

“Sure it’s all business, honey?” he 
asked. “You know we don’t want anybody 
creeping around here taking our dear mom 
away from us.” 

I was a tiny bit irritated by Wes’ remark, 
but I tried not to show it. The fact that 
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it annoyed me made me conscious that 
Leroy Lynn had made a much greater im- 
pression on me than I dared admit to my- 
self. Then too, I made a real production 
out of preparations for that dinner. I got 
out the best silver, ordered cut flowers for 
the table, gave the apartment a super- 
cleaning and outdid myself getting to- 
gether a delicious meal. 

“Wow,” Wes declared when he came 
home from college that afternoon. “Who 
is this guy—the King of Siam?” 

I smiled sheepishly. 

“He’s a very nice young gentleman with 
whom I’m doing business. After all, it isn’t 
often that we have company and I rather 
enjoy showing off a little.” 

That satisfied Wes but I saw Sadye shoot 
a little amused glance in his direction. 
Women find it very hard fooling other 
members of their own sex. Sadye sensed 
that something was in the wind. 

Dinner with Leroy Lynn as guest did 
nothing to decrease my growing fascina- 
tion for him. He was twice as interesting 
as he had been in his office. I noticed the 
smart cut of his clothes, the unaffected way 
he captured the liking of the children, his 
warm attitude toward me, almost indicat- 
ing that we had been friends for years. 
Usually a perfect hostess, I became very 
flustered during the meal. I found my 
heart pounding double-time. 

“If he weren’t so frightfully young,” I 
groaned to myself. 

It was just at this moment that Leroy 
chose to pay me a compliment. 

“Wes, you and your sister ought to be 
very proud,” he said. “You have a very 
attractive mother. Real good business 
woman too.” 

I could have slapped Wes for his reply. 

“We are proud.” he came back signifi- 
cantly. “And we’re jealous too. We're not 
going to let anyone steal her.” 

There was a tense second of silence. 
But with his ability to say the right thing 
at the right time, Leroy eased the situation. 

Dinner over, Wes left for his job and 
Sadye went to her room to study for a 
math exam. Leroy and I sat in the living 
room, working out final details on our 
transaction. We were to go to the bank 
in the morning. I could take possession 
of the shop in about ten days. 

Somehow, almost without my realizing 
it. Leroy steered the conversation away 
from business. Before I knew it, I was 
telling him the story of my life, revealing 
things I'd never believed I’d tell anyone. 
He was such a good and interested listener. 
His manner said: ‘I want to know every- 
thing about you.’ ” 

Finally. about ten, Leroy rose to go. 
Crossing the room, he took my hand, gave 
me a disconcertingly admiring look. 

“I hope you don’t mind my saying it, 
Mrs. James,” he declared. “I think you're 
a very wonderful. courageous woman. The 
job you’ve done with the children against 
all those odds! And not a line of anxiety 
or care shows on your face. You’re going 
to make some very lucky man very happy 
one of these days.” 
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I hardly knew what to say. I laughed a 
tiny bit harshly. 

“Oh, Mr. Lynn, you are a diplomat,” I 
told him. “You know, as well as I do, that 
my days of romance are behind me.” 

“T don’t know why,” he answered sin- 
cerely. “They shouldn’t be. Maybe you’ve 
been too busy to look in your mirror 
recently.” 


| COULD HARDLY wait to close the 

door behind him. I was terribly up- 
set, terribly happy and very much ashamed 
that such a hopeless dream had been 
kindled in my heart. I went straight to my 
bedroom and stood in front of my mirror. 
I had to admit that I was still attractive 
enough to be in the running for a man. I 
was grateful to Leroy Lynn for the boost 
he had given my morale. I resented him 
at the same time. If he only knew that I 
had found the man I wanted—a man I 
couldn’t have—himeelf. 

Sadye walked in as I stood before the 


mirror. 
“Awfully long business conference, 
Mom,” she said with a shade of sarcasm. 


I whirled to look at her. 

“What does that mean, Sadye?” I de- 
manded sternly. 

“Oh, nothing,” she told me. “Just that 
I'm a little jealous. Your Mr. Lynn would 
make a real wonderful date.” 

She smiled and drifted out of the room. 

I sat down on the bed, my head throb- 
bing. Sadye had known the cruelty of her 
remarks. She was trying to put me in my 
place. She wanted me to remember my 
age and act it. She wanted me to realize 
that Leroy Lynn wasn’t too old for her; 
that he was impossibly young for me. 

She was right, I supposed. I was acting 
the fool. No fool like an old one, they said. 

At noon the next day Leroy came by as 
scheduled to take me to the bank. I was 
ready to leave. 

“May I come in and talk to you for a 
minute, Mrs. James?” he asked. 

“Why, of course,” I hesitated. “Only, 
what about our appointment? Won’t we 
be late? Can’t we talk in the car?” 

He shot me a quizzical look. His tone 
was very definite. 

“Mrs. James, we’re not going to keep 
that appointment,” he said. 

Fear clutched at me. Had something 
gone wrong with the credit investigation? 
Was I to be disappointed after all? 

I waved Leroy into the living room. He 
sat down opposite me. He spoke very 
carefully. 

“Mrs. James, I can’t allow you to go 
through with this deal.” 

“TI don’t understand,” I told him. 

Leroy explained. The transfer of the 
store I wanted wasn’t a good deal, after 
all. The people who had owned it wanted 
to unload it. They had political connec- 
tions and had learned that the school op- 
posite the store was going to be demolished 
by the city to make way for a housing 
project and the building of a new school at 
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another location. They wanted to find a 
sucker, get their money and get out. Leroy 
had been hired to find a sucker. 

“After getting to know you and meeting 
your family, I just couldn’t go through 
with this,” he explained to me. “Making 
money is fine. But I couldn’t victimize you, 
Mrs. James. I thought about it all the way 
home last night. I couldn’t sleep. I made 
up my mind to sacrifice my commission 
and perhaps now your friendship by tell- 
ing the truth.” 

I was staggered by the thought of the 
awful mistake I had almost made, more 
staggered because of the way Leroy had 
prevented it. 

“You haven’t lost my friendship, Mr. 
Lynn,” I said gratefully. “The fact is, ll 
never know how to thank you enough for 
what you’re doing. I could have been 
fooled so easily. The only thing that 
puzzles me is this; you’re a businessman. 
Why are you doing this for me?” 

Leroy looked at me intently. He leaned 
forward. 

“Do you want the truth, regardless of 
what it is, Mrs. James?” he asked. 

“Of course,” I said in a tone intended 
to be calm. 

“The truth is that I love you. I’ve loved 
you from the moment I laid eyes on you 
in my office. I loved you all the more 
when I found out what a noble woman you 
are, what you’ve done and how you’ve 
fought the world for your children.” 

He stood. 

“Foolish of me, I guess, to even dare 
think of you that way. You think me very 
silly, I suppose and I couldn’t expect you 
to be exactly wild about me after learning 
what I almost did to hurt you. I'll be leav- 
ing now, Mrs. James.” 

A floodtide of happiness had burst with- 
in me. A great and tender feeling surged 
in my heart. Almost like one in a dream, 
I rose and went to Leroy. 

“Don’t leave now,” I begged. 
ever leave.” 

A light of joy leaped into Leroy’s eyes. 
He stooped over to lay his hat on the chair. 
He took me in his arms. All the bitter 
frustration of the years was released in the 
tortured passion of my response as he 
kissed me, kissed me the way Acey had 
kissed me years ago. We were warm and 
vibrant together. We were wildly, reckless- 
ly giving each other the first token of love 
which lovers exchange. 

In the middle of it, at the height of it, 
we shuddered to hear the ugly, unsteady 
jarring sound of shrill, almost hysterical 
laughter, Sadye’s laughter. Sadye stood in 
the door as we moved swiftly away from 
each other. 

“What a pretty scene, Mom,” Sadye said, 
her eyes giving off contempt and almost 
insane scorn. “Is this the business con- 
ference technique these days? Or are you 
just trying to prove that all the lectures 
you've been giving me about decency are 
baloney?” 

She stood, shaking with passion. 

“The least you could have done was pick 


“Don’t 


someone your age,” she exploded. Then 
she turned and ran to her room, sobbing 
brokenly. 

Humiliation heated my face. 

“Oh, Leroy,” I said weakly. “How hor- 
rible. She—she thinks we’ve been carrying 
on some shabby little affair.” 

Tenderly he held out his arms to em- 
brace me. I shook my head, my eyes bright 
with tears, 

“No. You’d better go,” I told him. 

Leroy stood looking at me with pity in 
his eyes. 

“T’ll go now, darling,” he said. “But I 
know what you should do the minute [| 
leave. You should go to Sadye and tell 
her we aren’t carrying on a shabby affair; 
that we love each other; that I want to 
marry you the minute you say I can. I'll 
wait for your call, dear. and I beg you not 
to allow anything—not even misunder. 
standing on the part of Sadye and Wes 
—to mar what we’ve found that is so 
beautiful.” 

I could understand Sadye’s reaction to 
finding her mother in the arms of a young 
man. I couldn’t understand why she had 
said such cruel, humiliating things. Did 
Sadye hate me deep inside? Had she been 
suffering through a crush on Leroy her- 
self? 

I had to face her and talk to her. I went 
to her room. The door was locked. | 
banged and pleaded and called. Sadye 
refused to answer. I heard her sobbing as 
though her heart would break. 

I went into my own room and lay on the 
bed. Minutes later I heard Sadye run- 
ning down the hall, slamming out the door. 

“Sadye, darling, come back,” I cried 
desperately. 

But she was gone. 

I knew where she was going; to find 
Wes; to be comforted by him; to tell him 
what had happened. 

What would Wes think? Wes always be- 
lieved Sadye and sided with her. But no, 
he couldn’t let me down now. Wes would 
understand. Wes would never believe his 
mother guilty of immorality. Wes would 
explain to Sadye. Then he’d bring her to 
me. We'd all be happy again. 


I WAITED, lying on the bed. It was al- 

most time for Wes to come home. An 
hour later he wasn’t home yet. Wes and 
Sadye were somewhere talking perhaps. 
She had gone to the campus and made him 
leave without her. A terrible headache 
throbbed at my temples. Come home, Wes. 
Come home, Sadye. Let’s get this awful 
thing straightened out. 

It didn’t get straightened out when they 
came home. It got uglier than ever. Wes 
marched into the house, terrible in his 
anger. Sadye was with him, her eyes red, 
accusing. They came into my room and 
faced me. 

“Mother,” Wes demanded (he always 
called me that when he was angry), 
“Please explain.” 

I stared at him in disbelief. 

“Explain?” I repeated. The misery in 
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me was being replaced by a consuming 
anger. In Wes’ face I saw that he too 
thought me guilty. “I'll explain. Once in 
my life I found a good, clean, pure love. 
| found it in your father, the man who died 
trying to make life better for you and 
Sadye. I never stopped loving him. I never 
will. 

“But I put aside my dreams for you— 
both of you. Now, still loving my dead 
husband, your dead father, I have found 
another love, someone to make me happy, 
someone to give me back some of the love 
of living, not only for others, but also for 
myself. For some reason which I'll never 
understand, you, Sadye, have read some- 
thing indecent, something dirty into this. 

“For some reason which I understand 
less, you, Wes, have agreed with Sadye’s 
interpretation. I love both of you very 
dearly, but my decision is made. I have a 
life of my own to live—that part of it 
which is left after giving a great deal of it 
to you. I love Leroy Lynn. He loves me. 
We are going to get married. I hope you 
will try to understand. But, understand or 
not, we are going to get married.” 

Sadye and Wes exchanged glances. I 
waited tensely, hopefully. Wes spoke for 
both of them. 

“We don’t understand, Mom,” he said 
bitterly and a bit sadly. ““We think you are 
letting us down, acting in a very strange 
manner. This man you say you love is ten 
years younger than you. You owe it to our 
father’s memory to forget him—and you 
owe it to us. We will give you until morn- 
ing to change your mind. If you don’t, 
then take Leroy Lynn and forget us. To- 
morrow, if you still intend to carry on this 
indecent affair, Sadye and I will leave 
you.” 

The next minute they had left me alone. 

How to describe what I went through 
that night? There was no sleep for me; 
only restless tossing and confusion of 
mind. What a choice for me to make; be- 
tween the children I idolized and the man 
I loved. I cried. I prayed. I thought. But 
when the gray morning came I heard only 
one voice in my conscience, only one voice 
in my heart. 

I heard Leroy saying as he had left me 
that afternoon: “I beg you not to allow 
anything—not even misunderstanding on 
the part of Sadye and Wes—to mar what 
we have found that is so beautiful.” 

I heard those words and I made up my 
mind to heed them; not only because I 
believed I wanted to heed them for selfish 
reasons, but also because I felt that it 
was time I took a stand with my children, 
no matter what it cost them or me. 

In the morning I went to Wes and told 
him I would not give up Leroy. That after- 
noon, he and Sadye packed their things 
and left our home. 

They didn’t say goodbye. They just left. 

Of course I cried. Of course my heart 
ached. But I had made my decision and, 
if I was wrong, I would have to suffer for 
It. 

As I said before, I don’t believe I was 
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wrong. Leroy has done everything in his 
power to make me continue feeling that 
way. When he came over after I phoned 
him in order to tell him what had hap- 
pened with the children, he asked me: 
“Darling, are you sure you love me enough 
not to regret that that love has driven your 
loved ones from you?” 

“I’m sure, Leroy,” I told him. 

“Then nothing else matters, Janet,” he 
assured me. “They'll understand some day. 
Let’s get married as fast as we can.” 

That’s what we did. True, I felt a cer- 
tain sadness during the quiet, unpreten- 
tious ceremony, to know that my children 
were not there and that they hadn’t sent a 
word of congratulation. But the sadness 
was compensated when the minister pro- 
nounced Leroy and me man and wife and 
when he kissed me at the altar. 

It was five years ago that Leroy and I 
were married. 

Through friends I learned that Wes and 
Sadye had found a small apartment; that 
Wes had found a good job and that both 
of them were equally bitter in their refer- 
ences to me. 

It was through friends also that I 
learned the information which brought me 
to the hospital today; that Sadye had got- 
ten into trouble; had become involved with 
a handsome young no-good who had made 
her pregnant and left town. 

My grapevine information revealed that 
Sadye had wanted to have an illegal opera- 
tion to keep from having the child; but that 
Wes had persuaded her not to go through 
with it. 

The hospital had tried to contact Wes to 
tell him Sadye’s child was due. He hadn’t 
been at home. Somehow, they had decided 
to contact me. 

Here I was, sitting, waiting to see the 
daughter who had hated me; the daughter 
who had had a child—born dead. 

Dr. Magruder came toward me. 

“You can go in now,” he said. 

I followed him down a corridor, nodded 
silent thanks as he opened a door for me, 
closed it quietly and went about his busi- 
ness. 

My heart seemed to want to stop beating 
when I saw her, my Sadye, lying listlessly 
in the bed, her face thin, her eyes almost 
feverish. 

“Sadye,” I cried, not knowing whether to 
expect welcome or feeble scorn. 

I saw the light of recognition in her eyes. 
I saw the glisten of tears in those eyes. I 
heard her whisper: “Mom, dear Mom, I 
knew you would come.” 

Then I was at her side. She was in my 
arms. She was trying so hard to tell me 
how sorry she was about everything; how 
much she had missed me; how sure she 
was that God had punished her for her 
cruelty to me by taking her child. 

“God isn’t like that, darling,” I told her 
brokenly. “Don’t try to find His reasons. 
He moves in a mysterious way.” 

I cradled my daughter in my arms. I 
stroked her forehead just as I used to do 
when she was a baby. I watched the deep 


lines in her face soften. I saw her lulled 
into a peaceful sleep. I knew that any 
minute Wes would come bursting in. | 
knew that he would see us like this and 
know that everything was all right; that ] 
was still his “mom.” Really, everything 
will be all right. 

For I have made my mistakes and the 
children who thought me bad have made 
theirs. It is only when people realize that 
the trouble between them is caused by mis. 
takes on both sides that they can find the 
answer to their problems. I am certain we 
—all of us—have found the answer to ours, 


THE END 





Health 
(Continued from Page 45) 


color return to its original, natural state? 

In answer to the first question, it can be 
said that no one knows for sure the cause 
of vitiligo. If a piece of the whitened skin 
is examined under the microscope, it ap- 
pears normal in all respects except for the 
absence of pigment granules. Even the pig- 
ment-forming cells, the chromatophores, 
are there but are inactive. There are many 
theories about the disease. Some scientists 
say that a disturbance of the nerves going 
to the skin are responsible. Others believe 
it is due to a lack of or abnormal utiliza- 
tion of vitamins. Still others incriminate 
certain hormones. The truth is, nobody 
knows. The condition seems to run in fam- 
ilies and there is, therefore, a degree of 
hereditary influence. 

As to the second question, it is rare for 
one to lose all of the skin color. Usually, 
the process extends to involve a certain 
area and then completely stops or advances 
so slowly as not to be perceptible. Some 
people with the disease frankly state that 
they wish the condition to progress until 
all the pigment is gone, not because they 
want to be of a different color but because 
they find the spotted piebald condition very 
objectionable. 

Skin that has lost its pigment is, like that | 
of the albino, very sensitive to sunlight. 
Because it has no protective coloration it” 
sunburns very easily. Otherwise the depig- 
mented skin is healthy. : 

Since the cause of vitiligo is unknown, it 
is impossible to devise a scientific cure for 
it. Every doctor who treats it has his own 
pet method. A famous southside Chicago” 
dermatologist, after many years of study 
of the disease has acquired a method of 
treatment that produces a startling num 
ber of cures. But he frankly tells his pa+ 
tients that the treatment he uses might” 
have no influence whatever. 9 

Occasionally, the skin color returns to its — 
normal color with only the slightest treat- | 
ment. But most often treatment is long and | 
tedious before any results whatever are at 
tained. Sometimes vitiligo affects such 4 
large part of the body that a patient will 
request that the small remaining spots of 
the original color be artificially removed 
that his skin will be of a uniform cole 
rather than spotted. 
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